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INS/DE  TIPS  ON 


WATCHING 
FOOTBALL 


AT    THE  GAME. CAMELS   EASE  THE   STRAIN-AND 
AFTER   IT'S  OVER,  WHEN  YOU  FEEL  "ALL  1  H.GET  A  l/FT MT/TH  A  CaM£L.' 


MR.MEEHAN,  MY  SISTER 
BETTY  WANTS  50ME  INSIDE 
DOPE  ON  FOOTBALL./, 


r-% 


SURE.'COMEUPINTHE 
STANDS  AND  WE'LL 
WATCH  THIS  PRACTICE 
GAME/ 


©  1935,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tob.  Co. 
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WHAT  A  PERFECT 

PASS  THOSE  TWO 

,,Cki    ,iAnr   / 


IT  TOOK 
ELEVEN      N 

men  to  make] 
that  pass  * 
perfect/ 
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MEN  MADE./ 
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THE 
PUNT 
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BETTY  SEES 
A  BACK  &ET  ' 
OFF  A  60-YD. 
SPIRAL 


^OWITWASOO^ 
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1     THE     "*>~0     ;      ~  „y/  , 
FORWARD  9B     !  r°C^-(  ' 
PASS  IH(2)         / 

*»£%  **££££/&*  ^BLOCKS 

I  WELL,BETTS,DID  YOlT 
I  LEARN  SOMETHING-? 


i     NOW-WATCH    ^ 
■  THIS  PUNT  FROM 
1     THE  SAME    , 
FORMATION/ 


i-T 


I  DIDN'T  KNOW  «... 
EACH  MAN  HAD  SUCH 
A  DEFINITE  JOB 


rz- 
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DID  I  /  I  CAN'T 
WAITTOSEETHE) 
BIG  GAME./ 


^ 
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BETTV  LEARNS  THCSE    PLAYS-AND  MANY  OTHERS 


YOU'RE  AN      « 
EXPERT  NOW, 
THANKS  TO 
CHICK  ME  EH  AN.' 


A  SPLENDID  RUN -BUT 
GOOD  BLOCKING  MADE 
IT  POSSIBLE 


BETTY  AT  THE  BIG  GAME 


THAT  GAME  WAS 

A  THRILLER/ 
HAVE  A  CAMEL/ 


y- 
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I  NEED  ONE/  SO 
MANY  THRILLS  USE 
UP  A  LOT  OF  ENERGY/ 


[  A  CAMEL  ALWAYS  RENEWS  MY] 
FLOW  OF  ENERGY  WHEN  I  NEED| 
IT_  AND  THEY  NEVER 
GET  ON  MY  NERVES 


'YES,  THEY1 

|  CERTAINLY  i 

ARE  / 

MILP/ 


2Fm 


CAMELS  ARE  MADE  FRCSM  FINER, 
MORE  EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS- 
TURKISH  AND  DOMESTKT-THAN 
ANY  OTHER  POPULAR  BRAND. 

(StMfB) 

R.J.  REYNOLDS  TOBACCO  CO- 


GET  A  UfJ.  WITH  A  CAM 
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nstmas 
Photographs 

TO  THE  FACULTY 
—  and   STUDENTS 


We  Offer 
Three  8  x  10  Beautiful 
Buff   Portraits   for    $1Q 

(Regular  Price  $20) 

All  Sittings  to  Be  Made  in  the 

Studio 
Make  Appointment  —  NOW 

EUGENE  L.  RAY 

Official  Photographer 

for 

Northwestern  University 


Studio:    1606    Chicago    Ave. 
EVANSTON 


DAIRY  NOTE 
My  cow   hiccoughs   and  churns   her 
own   butter. 

— Voodoo. 

♦ 

A  monologue  is  a  conversation  be- 
tween a  student  and  a  profssor. 

—Skj-U-Mah. 

♦ 
IS  THAT  SO  DEPARTMENT 

Accused  of  stealing  $72  worth  of  a 
candy  laxative  from  a  truck,  Joseph 
Savino,  17,  of  582  Clinton  St.,  Brook- 
lyn, was  paroled  in  Downtown  Court 
for   hearing  yesterday. 

— N.  Y.  Journal. 
For   hearing,   eh? 

—Tiger. 

♦ 

Teacher:  "Norman,  in  the  sentence, 
'I  saw  a  girl  climbing  a  fence,'  how 
many  "is"  would  you  use?" 

Norm.  Spain:  "Both  of  them,  teach- 
er, both  of  them." 

— Sundial. 

♦ 
Claire:    "What   kind   of  oil   do   you 
use  in  your  car,  Joe?" 

Joe:  "Oh!  I  usually  begin  by  telling 
them   I'm   lonely." 

St.  John's  .  inalyst. 

It  was  late,  joon  the  dawn  would 
come.  He  had  to  get  everything  he 
could  out  of  her.  He  started  out  slow- 
ly but  she  responded  to  his  touch.  Her 
breath  came  in  short,  heavy  pants.  She 
began  to  quiver  as  the  heat  within  her 
became  more  intense.  He  paused  an 
instant  as  he  sped  around  a  smooth 
curve,  and   then  opened  her  up. 

Suddenly  the  engineer  breathed  a 
sigh  of  relief,  "St.  Louis,  on  time." 

— Jester. 

♦ 

When    I    asked    her    to    wed,    "Go    to 

father,"   she   said. 
She  knew  that  I  knew  that  her  father 

was  dead. 
She  knew  that  I  knew  what  a  life  he 

had   led. 
She  knew  that  I  knew  what  she  meant 

when   she   said, 

"Go  to   father!" 

— Lampoon. 


Why  Not  Mail  the 

Remaining  5  Issues 

of  the 

PURPLE 


to  Your 
Friends 
As  a  Most  Approp- 
riate Christmas  Gift 

Only 

$1 

MAILED  ANYWHERE 

IN  THE 

UNITED  STATES 

Merely  Drop  Into  the 

Office  or  Fill  Out  the 

Enclosed    Coupon  & 

MAIL 


To  PURPLE  PARROT 
Lunt  Administration  Bldg., 
Evanston.  Illinois 

Please    send   the   remaining   five 
issues    of    the    PURPLE    PARROT    to 


Name 


Address 


City 

Enclosed  is  $1.00 


State 
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"Frequent  water-drinking,"  says  the 
specialist,  "prevents  you  from  becom- 
ing stiff  in  the  joints." 

"Yes,"  says  Imogene,  "but  some  of 
the  joints  don't  serve  water." 

— Projessional  Alchemist. 


TYPICALLY  "ORRINGTON" 


WHILE  YOU  EAT 

•  You  can  relive  and  retell 
the  thrills  of  the  last  home 
game  over  the  delicious 
dishes  we'll  serve  you  at 

The  HUDDLE 

IN  THE 

ORRINGTON 

EVANSTON'S  FINEST  HOTEL 


Prof.  Kirtland  —  Before  we  begin 
the  examinations,  are  there  any  ques- 
tions ? 

Frosh  —  What's  the  name  of  this 
course? 

— Exchange. 

♦ 

A  sensible  girl  is  not  so  sensible  as 
she  looks,  because  a  sensible  girl  has 
more  sense  than  to  look  sensible. 

PAGE  MR.  PETTY 
"You  say  that  I  am  the  first  model 
that  you  ever  kissed?" 
"Yes." 

"And  how  many  models  have  you 
had  before  me?" 

"Four.  An  apple,  two  oranges,  and 
a   vase  of  flowers." 

— Blac\  and  Blttejay. 

♦ 

Last  night  I  held  a  little  hand 

So  dainty  and  so  neat 

I  thought  my  heart  would  surely  burst 

So  wildly  did  it  beat. 

No  other  hand  e'er  held  so  tight 

Could  greater  gladness  bring 

Than  the  one  I  held  last  night, 

It   was 
Four  Aces  and  a  King. 

— West  Point  Pointer. 

♦ 

Son:  "What's  an  optimist,  pop?" 

Pop:     "An   optimist   is    a   guy    who 

thinks  his  wife  has  quit  cigarettes  when 

he  finds  cigar  butts  around  the  house." 

— Rammer-Jammer. 

♦ 

Coach:   "What's  his  name?" 
Manager:   "Osscowinsinskiewskz." 
Coach:   "Put  him  on  the  first  team! 

I    never    did    like    the    newspapers    in 

this  town." 

C.  C.  N.  R.  Mercury. 

♦ 
"Daughter,  your  hair  is   all  mussed 
up.     Did    that    young    man    kiss    you 
against  your  will?" 

"He  thinks  he  did,  mother." 

— Chicago  Phoenix. 

♦ 

Frat  Brother:  You  can  sit  down  now. 
Newly  Initiated  Pledge:  Liar. 

- — Red  Cat. 


THE  BLIND  DATE 

It  wasn't  my  fault.  I  wouldn't  have 
taken  the  date,  but  Harry's  girl  liked 
her  and  wanted  to  see  her  get  around. 
I  didn't  have  any  excuse  and  they 
bought  my  ticket  to  the  Frolics. 

When  she  came  down  the  stairs  I 
grabbed  Harry.  She  was  dressed  in 
■  lavender  or  something,  her  slip  showed 
slightly,  the  back  of  her  dress  was  bare 
and  I  could  see  her  skinny  shoulder 
blades.  Her  hair  was  corn  color  and 
she  wore  glasses. 

She  liked  me,  of  course,  and  made 
passionate  love  all  the  way  down. 
When  we  danced,  I  held  her  away  as 
much  as  possible  but  I  couldn't  pre- 
vent  her   knees   from  knocking   mine. 

On  the  way  she  said  she  liked  my 
car  better  than  hers.  I  asked  her  what 
kind  of  car  she  had  and  she  said  it  was 
a  Packard.  I  wondered  what  business 
her  father  was  in  and  she  said  he  was 
president  of  a  big  bank  in  Sioux  City. 
In  June  we  were  married. 

— Iowa  Frivol. 

♦ 
JUST  BE-COWS 

An  old  cowpuncher  came  into  town 
the  other  day  and  entering  a  restau- 
rant ordered  a  steak.  The  waiter 
brought  it  to  him,  rare,  very  rare.  The 
puncher  demanded  it  be  taken  back 
and  cooked. 

"It's  already  cooked,"  the  waiter 
snapped. 

"Cooked  hell,"  retorted  the  cow- 
puncher,  "I've  seen  cows  hurt  worse 
than  that  and  they  got  well." 

♦ 

"Mary,  Mary,  quite  contrary,  how  does 

your  garden  grow?" 
"Silver  bells,  and  cockleshells,  but  the 

grass  is  raising  hell  with  my 

lilies." 

— The  Pelican. 

You  had  the  barber  singe  your  mus- 
tache last  night,  didn't  you? 
Naw,  I  just  had  a  hot  date. 

♦ 

Lawyer — Why  didn't  you  scream  as 
soon  as  he  touched   you? 

Old  Maid — I  didn't  know  he  wanted 


my  money. 


-Widow. 
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The  CO-OP 

X  M  A  S     GIFT 

HEADQUARTERS 

Radios  #11.95 


•  AC-DC  Current 

•  Aeroplane  Dial 

•  Hand  Finished  Cabinet 

•  Latest  Type  Tubes 

•  Completely  Guaranteed 
Take  one  now.  .  .  on  trial 


VISIT   OUR   SMOKE   SHOP 

®  Pipes  of  All  Makes  and  Shapes 

®   Largest  Selection  of  Lighters,  Cases  and  Compacts 

•   Pipe  Racks  and  Ash  Trays 

®   Tobacco  Pouches  and  Tobaccos 

HAVE  YOU  A  TYPEWRITER? 

SEE  THE  NEW— NOISELESS  MACHINES— NOW 
AT  THE  CO-OP 


•  The  Remington  Noiseless"  Desk 
Model  8  is  precisely  the  right  ma- 
chine for  you.  It  will  perform  effi- 
ciently all  the  writing  functions  of 
the  standard  sized  office  machines, 
which  sell  for  from  $38  to  §50  more. 

Rent  a  Typewriter  Before  You  Buy — Then  Apply  the  Initial 
Rental  on  the  Purchase  If  You  Wish 

NORTHWESTERN 

STUDENT    CO-OP    ASS'N 
Orrington  Hotel  Bldg.  Gre.  2600 


Nervous  Suitor:  "Sir,  er-that  is.  I 
would  like  to-er-that  is,  I  mean  I  have 
been  going  with  your  daughter  for  five 
years — " 

Father:  "Well,  whaddye  want,  a 
pension?" 

♦ 

— Penn  Punch  Bowl. 
History    Prof. — "How    can    you    ex- 
plain the  great  increase   in   population 
which    occurred     after    the    industrial 
revolution?" 

History  Shark — "Everybody  went  to 
town." 

— Jester. 
♦ 

FISHY 
Th;  car  was  silhouetted  against  the 
moon-kissed  heights  of  the  sky  line. 
The  night  was  warm  and  balmy.  Far 
below,  the  friendly  lights  of  the  Pen- 
insula towns  winked  in  cheery  wel- 
come. His  arm  was  around  her.  Her 
head  rested  on  his  shoulder.  Almost 
as  if  afraid  to  break  the  sweet  silence, 
he  whispered  a  cautious  suggestion  in 
her  ear.  Her  features  suddenly  became 
taut,  as  she  raised  her  head  with  the 
injur;d  dignity  of  a  princess  and  broke 
the  silence  with  her  stern  reply:  "You 
know  damn  well  I  can't  eat  hamburger 
on  Friday  night." 

— Chaparral. 


S.  A.  E.:  Do  you  know  that  S  A  E 
maintains  seven  homes  for  the  feeble 
minded? 

Rushee:  I  thought  you  had  more 
chapters  than  that. 

— Longhorn. 


"My  boy  friend  will  always  pause 
and  stop  the  car." 

"Yeh,  and  mine  always  stops  the 
car  and  paws." 


Our  idea  of  progressive  conversation 
is  from  weather  to  whether. 

— Jester. 


Gentlemen  prefer  blondes — they  get 
dirty  faster. 
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Tissue 


Chiffons 


89c 


Ringless,  of  course,  and  very 
sheer  ...  in  a  dozen  grand 
shades,  including  fawntaupe 
and  evening  beige. 


^Meumade 


631  DAVIS  ST. 


"The   Essence   of  Entertainment" 


CLUB  SILHOUETTE 

1555  Howard  Street 

FLOOR  SHOW  NIGHTLY 

DINE  AND  DANCE 

The  errible  Swedes 

Tack  Ring  and  Pete  Peterson 

GEORGE  CHRISTIE'S 

Magic  Rhythms 

Available  for  Sorority  and 

Fraternity  Luncheons 

Reservations  BRI.  633S 


Theme  song  of  the  Corset  Co. 
"How   firm   a   foundation." 


HEADS  IT  IS,  TAILS— 
A  physicology  professor  at  one  of 
the  larger  State  Universities  states  that 
on  the  average  each  year  during  true 
and  false  exams  there  are  at  least  three 
high  scores  attributable  to  the  law  of 
probability  of  the  one  cent  piece. 

♦ 

FIRST  AID  FOR  FRESHMAN 
CO-EDS 

If  you  write  funny  when  you  sign 
out  it  won't  be  so  obvious  when  you 
come  in. 

— Widow. 


A  jolly  young  chemist  tough, 
While  mixing  a  compounded  stuff, 
Dropped  a  match  in  the  vial, 
And   after  a   while 
They   found   his   front   tooth   and   a 

cuff. 

— Widow. 


AN  EVOLUTION 
My    Dear   Miss    Smith; 
Dear  Miss  Smith; 
Dear  Mary; 
Mary  Dear; 
Dearest  Mary; 
Mary  Darling; 
Mary,   beloved; 
My  soulmate; 
Darling  Wife; 
Dear  Mary; 
Hello   Mame; 

Pay   to   the   order   of   Mrs.   Mary   S. 
Doe   .   .   . 

— Dartmouth  ]ac\-o-hantern. 


He:  I  hear  that  there's  a  baby  born 
in  New  York  every  minute." 

She:    "Well,   don't  look  at  me  that 
way,  I  live  in  Buffalo." 

— Cornell  Widow. 


"Has  that  jungle  explorer  kissed  you 
yet?" 

"Safari   hasn't."  — Froth. 


"What  have  you  done,"  St.  Peter  asked, 

"That  I  should  admit  you  here?" 
"I   was   a  pledge,"   the  freshman  said. 

"In  my  house  for  one  long  year." 
St.  Peter  pityingly  shook  his  head. 

And  gravely  touched  a  bell. 
"Come  in,  poor  thing,  select  your  harp; 

"You've  had  your  share  of  hell." 

— Wampus. 

♦ 

A  young  mother  had  just  unbur- 
dened herself  and  had  told  her  son 
some  facts  of  life.   At  the  end  she  said: 

"Now,  if  you  want  to  know  any- 
thing, ask  me  now." 

The  boy  seemed  deep  in  thought  for 
a  while  and  she  trembled  from  fear  ol 
his  question.    Finally  he  said: 

"Yes,  Mother,  there  is  something  I'd 
like  to  ask  you  that  has  bothered  me 
for  a  long  time.  How  do  they  man- 
age to  get  the  'Saturday  Evening  Post' 
out  on  Tuesday?" 

Punch  Bowl. 

♦ 

GIRLS  FORBIDDEN  TO  HAVE 
BABIES  IN  THEIR  ROOMS 
— Sign  in  Bryn  Mawr  dormitories 
It's  a   damned  outrage,  that's  what 
it  is. 

—Tiger. 

"He's  a  Phi  Beta  Kappa." 
"The   dirty    professional." 

— Sundial. 


ACQUAINTANCE 
She  was  an  attractive  young  widow. 
She  entered  the  hotel  lounge  and  seat- 
ed herself  next  to  a  handsome  and 
dashing  young  brute.  She  coughed 
lightly,  but  the  stranger  ignored  her 
presence.  When  their  eyes  finally  met, 
she  shot  at  him  a  flirtatious  glance  that 
indicated  plainly  that  she  desired  to 
make  his  acquaintance.  With  all  of 
this  the  male  seemed  cool  and  gave  no 
answering  sign. 

Finally  a  handkerchief  droped  to 
the  floor  and  she  murmured  softly, 
"Oh,  I've  dropped  my  handkerchief." 
The  man  turned  an  eye  to  the  wo- 
woman  and  responded,  "Madam,  my 
weakness   is  beer." 

— Texas  A.  &  M.  Battalion. 


Riled  by  a  Raccoon  Rah-Rah? 

. . .  tight  cm  Old  Qold 


ONLY  FINE  OLD  TO- 
BACCO can  give  that 
natural  aroma  and 
fragrance  of  Old  Gold 
cigarettes. 


WHEN  you  get  your 
signals  crossed  and  have  to  attend  a  Big  Game 
with  a  Small  Potato  .  .  .  don't  let  him  throw  you 
for  a  loss.  Instead  .  .  .  light  a  fragrant,  mellow- 
mild  Old  Gold,  hitch  your  gaze  to  that  handsome 
halfback  .  .  .  and  thrill  to  the  smoothness  of  both! 


c  V.  Lonliard  Co.,  Inc. 


AT  TRYING  TIMES.  .  .  .TRY  A  SnvootA   OLD   GOLD 
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IASY  WAY  TO  HANDLE  A  CHAPERON 


CHAPERON    (A 
LOOKS    DAGGERS 
AT    STUDENT  (B) 
DANCING     WITH     GIRL 
IN    LOW  -  NECKED 
DRESS.     STUDENT 
DUCKS     DAGGERS 
WHICH    STRIKE     BOX 
OF    POP    CORN     AND 
PIERCE     HOLE      IN 
BOX.    POP   CORN 
LEAKS     OUT    ON    TO 
LIGHTED     STOVE     © 
AND    IS    IMMEDIATELY 
POPPED.      BLUEBIRD 
(D)  SEES      POP  CORN 
AND    THINKS     IT    IS 
SNOW.     STARTS     TO 
FLY    SOUTH      WHICH 
RELEASES     TRAPDOOR 
(D  AND     ALLOWS 
LITTLE     GIANT 
SUPERCHARGED 
STRATOSPHERE 
BALLOON     (J)     TO 
ESCAPE      HOOKING 
CHAPERON     AND 
TAKING   HER   UP   FOR 
A  BETTER    VIEW 
OF    THE     MOON 


.  AND  AN  EASY  WAY  TO  ENJOY  A   PIP€ 


GET  MORE     FLAVOR, 
MORE      PLEASURE 


AND 
IN    EVERY 


SPECIAL  PROCESS 
RtMOVES   BITE 


^^^r^^^oco^, 
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Thanksgiving 


We  bow  our  heads  with  the  rest  of  the  family  and  give  thanks — that  this 
November  issue  of  the  Parrot  is  out. 

We  give  thanks  to  the  Ethiopian  situation  for  suggesting  a  theme.  To  our 
public,  who  await  word  of  our  stand  and  preference  in  the  aforementioned 
conflict,  we  hereby  state  formally  that  we  are  neutral,  but  it  would  be  nice  if 
the  Ethiopians  won  because  then  they  could  stage  a  homecoming  celebration 
in  Addis  Ababa,  and  all  those  cities  they  had  to  evacuate.  And  we  always 
did  like  our  fun. 

We  give  thanks  to  George  Stinson  for  keeping  away  long  enough  to  let 
us  put  out  a  good  magazine,  after  last  month's  slump. 

We  give  thanks  to  Sparky  Smith  for  a  good  cover,  drawn  the  night  before 
publication. 

To  Paul  LAmoreaux,  a  new  contributor,  we  give  extra  gravy  on  his  tie 
for  the  most  original  cartoon  of  the  month,  "Gad  Wetherby."  Also  we  com- 
pliment him  on  his  remarkable  insight  in  the  Ethiopian  situation. 

We  give  thanks  to  five  new  contributors — Ronny  Woodbury,  for  a  swell 
idea;  Joan  Milliken  for  drama  behind  the  bars;  Jack  Hurd  for  a  reminiscent 
cartoon;  and  Beatty  Bamford  and  Scott  Peterson  for  their  share  of  "short  stuff." 

Marjorie  Steiner,  a  contributor  of  last  month  who  didn't  get  much  credit, 
comes  into  her  own  as  she  propounds  the  philosophical  guery,  "Can  Little 
Worms  Sit  Down?"  Charles  Tepper,  Mary  McSheery,  and  Ben  Jewel  return  by 
popular  reguest. 

We  decorate  Julian  Gross  as  the  best  artist  in  school  for  his  caricature  of 
"Father"  Heyn. 

We  give  thanks  to  the  students  for  their  constant  en- 
couragement. This  is  the  first  year  in  history  that  we've 
heard  compliments  instead  of  slams  on  the  Parrot.  We  hope 
to  be  worthy  of  it  for  the  rest  of  the  year. 
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PURPLE     PARROT 


'ROUND 
THE  LOOP 


THE  PALMER  HOUSE  ...  The  Empire  Room  .  .  . 
Presenting  the  incomparable  dancers  .  .  .  Veloz  and 
Yolanda  .  .  .  now  in  their  final  weeks  .  .  .  Dine 
.  .  .  $2.50  .  .  .  Sup  ,  .  .  $2.00  .  .  .  Saturday 
.  .  .  $2.50 

THE  DRAKE  .  .  .  Dancing  in  the 
Gold  Coast  Room  .  .  .  Horacs 
Heidt  and  his  Alemite  Brigadiers 
.  .  .  $2.00  Minimum  .  .  .  Satur- 
day ..  .  $2.50 

THE  COLLEGE  INN  .  .  .  Hotel  Sherman  .  .  . 
George  Olsen  and  Ethel  Shutta.  .  .  .  The  ice  skat- 
ing -floor  show  remains  .  .  .  Minimums  .  .  .  $2.00 
and  $2.50 

THE  TERRACE  ROOM  ...  In 
the  Morrison  Hotel  .  .  .  Enric 
Madriguera  and  his  NBC  orchestra 
.  .  .  Dinner  .  .  .  $2.50  .  .  .  Supper 
.  .  .  $2.00  .  .  .  Sat.  .  .  .  $2.50 


With  Johnnie 
Fuller 


THE  STEVENS  .  .  .  Seymour  Simons  introduces  a 
new  show  in  the  Continental  Room  .  .  .  Bouche's 
Villa  Venice  Review  .  .  .  $1.50  Minimum  .  .  .  Sat- 
urday .  .  .  $2.00 

THE  BISMARCK  ...  The  Walnut 
Room  ...  a  new  floor  show  .  .  . 
featuring  Dornfield  .  .  .  the  magi- 
cal M.  C.  .  .  .  $1.50  minimum, 
Saturday 

THE  CONGRESS  .  .  .  Benny  Goodman  starts  an 
extended  engagement  in  the  Joseph  Urban  Room 
.  .  .  Minimums  .  .  .  $2.50  and  $3.00  .  .  .  after 
9:30  ...  $1.00 


SHOWSPOTS 


ERLANGER  .  .  .   "Dodsworth"   .  .   .  Walter  Huston 
in  a   very  successful   Broadway   production 


HARRIS  .  .  .   "Three   Men  on  a   Horse' 
concluding  weeks  of  an  extended  run 


FINAL      PAUSE 


in  the 


THE  HUDDLE  .  .  .  Student 
Rendezvous  .  .  .  Orrington 
Avenue 

CLUB  SILHOUETTE  .  .  . 
Good  food  and  entertain- 
ment .  .  .    1555  Howard 

STUDENT  GRILL  .  .  .  East 
of  Fisk  ...  on  the  lake 

COMPLETE  PARTY  SERVICE  .  . 

budget"   .  .  .  Associated   orchestra 
.  .   .  Dave  Cunningham   .  .  .  Wab. 


COOLEY'S  CUPBOARD 
.  .  .  Popular  meeting  places 
.  .  .  Main  .  .  .  Chicago  .  .  . 
Orrington 

THE  HUT  . . .  Opposite  Wil- 
lard  Hall 

THE  SAN  PEDRO  ...  No 
Man's  Land 

.  "Will  co-operate  with  any 
and  complete  party  service 
8611    ...  209  S.  State  St. 
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By  TOM  CARMODY 


Somehow  it  maizes  us  feel  that  things 
are  more  fitting  and  proper  when  peo- 
ple have  names  that  fit  their  occupa- 
tions. Instances  of  this  are  freciuent, 
and  somebody  is  always  noticing  them. 
Usually  you  can  find  combinations  like 
Catchem  and  Catchem,  lawyers,  or 
I.  Cuttem,  Surgeon.  These  are  old 
standbys  and  appear  in  oddity  columns 
or  other  forums  mosdy  to  fill  up  space. 
Some  of  these  are  apparent  fictions,  but 
on  the  other  hand  some  of  the  best  are 
real  examples  of  the  hand  fitting  the 
glove.  There's  the  internationally  fa- 
mous Dr.  Aker,  for  instance.  He  is, 
as  you've  probably  guessed,  a  dentist, 
and  if  you  want  to  check  up  on  him 
his  offices  are  at  Clark  and  Lawrence 
in  Chicago.  Closer  than  that  is  the 
butcher  at  Howard  and  Custer,  Evan- 
ston,  who  rejoices  in  the  name  of 
Gory.  But  best  of  all  to  our  mind  is 
the  eating  emporium  at  305  S.  Hal- 
sted,  Chicago.  It  is  called,  after  the 
name  of  the  proprietress,  Filgut's  Res- 
taurant. 


We're  beginning  to  get  out  on  a  limb 
for  parrot  storries.  However  we've  re- 
solved to  dig  one  up  for  every  issue, 
and  to  that  end  will  be  more  than 
pleased  to  receive  help  from  any  of 
the  readers  who  would  like  to  see  some 
of  their  favorites  in  print.  We  know 
there  must  be  some  better  than  the 
one  we've  disenterred  for  this  month. 
This  time  our  bird  is  crossing  the 
ocean,  for  no  good  reason  except  to 
make  the   tale  complete,  and   as   the 


curtain  rises  we  see  him  an  interested 
observer   at   the   nightly    ship's   show. 
This  night  a  magician  is  performing, 
and  the  audience  is  breathlessly  watch- 
ing   the    prestidigitator    prestidigitate. 
The  interest  of  the  onlookers  reaches 
the  peak  when  the  magician  announces 
that  the  next  feat  is  going  to  be  posi- 
ively  stupendous,  magnifintthe  svaa  ce 
tively  the  most  stupendous,  magnificent 
piece    of    legerdemain    since    Merlin 
waved   his   wand.    Great  preparations 
are  gone  through,  all  sorts  of  appar- 
atus is  set  up;  the  trick  requires  all 
manner  of  flashy  production.    Finally 
all  is  ready,  the  performer  steps  back, 
sleeves  all  rolled   up,  and  begins  the 
magic  incantations.  Exactly  at  this  mo- 
ment  somebody  down   in  the  engine 
room    of   the   boat    turns    the    wrong 
gadget  and  the  whole  ship  is  blown 
all  over  the  ocean.  For  several  minutes 
things  fly  rather  confusedly,  but  grad- 
ually all  the  parts  are  gathered  to  the 
bottom  of  the  sea  and  everything  ap- 
pears tranquil.  The  disaster  is  as  com- 
plete as  it  was  sudden.    Nothing   is 
left  on  the  surface  except  the  parrot 
who  had  miraculously  escaped  destruc- 
tion, and  was  perched  nonchalantly  on 
a  piece  of  floating  wreckage,  still  si- 
lent,   still    solemnly    intent.     As     he 
watches    the    water    about    him    who 
should  come  sputtering  to  the  surface 
but  the  magician.   Shocked  and  dazed 
he  stares  wildly  around  then  sinks  back 
into  the  ocean.  The  parrot  regards  him 
closely,    still    silent.     Once    again    the 
luckless  man  emerges  from  the  drink. 
Once  again  he  sinks  back.    Still  the 
parrot  makes  no  move.   For  the  third 
(and  traditionally  last)   time  the  ma- 
gician comes  up,  and  just  as  promptly 
relapses  into  his  watery  grave.  Still  the 
solemn  bird  holds  his  peace,  watching 


the  litde  stream  of  bubbles  which 
traced  the  tragedy.  Finaly  the  bubbles 
stopped.  Then,  and  only  then,  did  the 
parrot  stir.  Wonderingly  he  shook  his 
head;  one  involuntary  word  of  awe- 
some praise  escaped  him.  "Marvelous," 
was  all  he  could  mutter. 

♦ 
We're  not  much  of  a  one  for  barging 
into   squabbles   and   politics,  and  still 
less  do  we  wish  to  be  considered  as 
standing  in  the  way  of  progress.  Cus- 
toms and  traditions,  we  realize,  must 
inevitably  fall,  must  inevitably  become 
outmoded,  without  meaning.  Last  year 
there  was  much  to-do  around  the  cam- 
us,  and  some  lamenting,  because  of  the 
great    number    of    traditions    that    no 
longer  operated  here  on  the  campus. 
As  we  said  it  didn't  bother  us   that 
students  smoked  on  the  south  campus, 
or  that  more  and  more  freshmen  re- 
fused  to   wear   pots,  or   that   couples 
came  brazenly  to  football  games,  and 
maybe  ducked  out  a  few  minutes  be- 
fore the  final  whisde.  But  there  is  one 
tradition  that  we  certainly  would  like 
to  see  re-established,  and  that  is  the 
old    custom   of   Senior   men   carrying 
canes  in  the  spring.    We  don't  know 
when  the  custom  was  inaugurated,  or 
when  it  died  out,  but  we  saw  in  print 
where  it  used  to  be  a  Northwestern 
tradition.    Right  here  and  now  we're 
organizing  a   Society  of  Senior   Men 
Who    Want   to   Carry   Canes    in   the 
Spring.   We've  got  a  few  members  al- 
ready   and   hope   that   the   movement 
will   grow  like  wildfire.    If  you're  a 
senior,  and  want  to  carry  a  cane  next 
spring  (and  everybody  would  like  to 
carry  a  cane  if  they  thought  they  could 
get  away  with  it)  get  in  touch  with 
us  sometime  before  spring.    Let's  re- 
vive this  grand  old  tradition! 
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There  are  a  lot  of  queer  organiza- 
tions around  and  about.  Maybe  it's 
something  that  has  vast  social  impli- 
cations, and  might  bear  study.  Most 
people  whether  they  admit  it  or  not 
like  to  "belong"  to  something.  Or  to 
organize  something.  We're  thinking 
now  of  the  eccentric  gentleman  down 
east  who  has  organized  and  who  main- 
tains at  some  expense  the  "Ancient  and 
Honorable  Society  of  Ex-Organ  Pump- 
ers." Membership  is  open  to  anyone 
who  can  show  that  at  one  time  or 
another  he  has  pumped  the  bellows 
for  some  swelling  organ.  The  society 
has  a  bulletin,  collects  moderate  dues, 
and  makes  annual  reports  to  the  mem- 
bers.   One  feature  of  the  A.  &  H.  S. 


of  E.-O.  P.  is  its  motto  which  changes 
from  time  to  time.  The  last  time  we 
heard  the  motto  it  ran  about  like  this: 
"The  year's  aim  of  the  society  shall 
be  the  preservation  of  iron  animal  life 
in  yards  and  gardens." 


Everybody  seems  to  be  taking  a  crac\ 
at  the  w.  \.  Brain  Trust  these  days. 
You've  probably  heard  the  one  they're 
telling  about  the  rustic  who  was  visit- 
ing Washington  (probably  on  his  AAA 
dough).  A  friend  was  showing  him 
through  a  few  miles  of  new  offices, 
and  they  happened  to  pause  before  a 
door  on  which  was  lettered,  R.  G.  Tug- 
well,   B.S.,   M.S.,   Ph.D.    The   visitor 


didn't  know  what  to  make  of  these 
cryptic  letters,  and  so  he  asked  his 
friend  what  they  meant.  "Why,"  the 
friend  replied,  '^those  are  Prof.  Tug- 
well's  degrees.  Surely  you  know  what 
B.S.  means?"  The  farmer  smiled  and 
said  sure  he  knew.  "Well  then,"  went 
on  the  smartie,  "the  M.  in  M.S.  stands 
for  master."  "I  see,"  said  the  country 
fellow,  catching  on.  "But  what  does 
Ph.D.  mean?  I  can't  figure  that." 
"Why  that's  simple,"  cracked  the 
friend.  "That  stands  for  Piled  Higher 
and  Deeper." 


Everybody  around  here  seems  to  be 
getting   a  lot   out  of  the   university's 


"My  God,  Sir!    Humphrey  went  wrong  on  that  last  turn." 


— M.  I.  T.  Voo  Doo. 
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new  course  in  the  history  and  appre- 
ciation of  music.  We  certainly  are. 
The  influence  of  the  series  even  ex- 
tends to  the  gents  over  in  the  Engi- 
neering school.  We  have  a  friend  who 
takes  all  his  classes  over  in  Swift,  and 
we  persuaded  him  one  night  to  come 
down  to  the  Auditorium  theater  for 
one  of  the  concerts.  We  thought  he 
was  behaving  pretty  well  for  an  engi- 
neer when  he  began  acting  rather  pe- 
culiarly all  of  a  sudden.  It  was  right 
after  an  intermission,  and  we  had  been 
down  about  six  galleries  talking  to 
some  people  when  the  bell  rang  an- 
nouncing the  last  group  of  numbers. 
For  some  unaccountable  reason  we  had 
dashed  up  the  six  flights  as  fast  as  we 
could,  and  had  just  flopped  into  our 
seats  as  the  music  resumed.  It  was 
then  that  the  friend  began  his  strange 
acting,  muttering  to  himself,  and  cov- 
ering his  program  with  rows  of  scrib- 
bled figures.  About  two  movements 
later  he  sat  up  triumphandy  and  jab- 
bed us  with  the  pencil.  "Look  at  this," 
he  whispered  fiercely.  "Do  you  know 
what  we  accomplished  on  that  frantic 
climb  we  just  made?"  We  tried  to  be 
cold  and  disinterested,  but  there  was 
no  stopping  him.  "Figuring  that  we 
each  weigh  170  pounds,  and  that  we 
rose  about  eighty  feet  from  the  main 
lobby  to  this  gallery,  and  that  it  took 
us  only  about  thirty  seconds,  each  of 
us  produced  13,600  foot  pounds  of 
work,  which  is  — "  he  refered  briefly 
to  his  program,  "18,400  joules,  or  just 


about  184,000,000,000  ergs."  By  this 
time  we  had  made  a  mighty  resolve 
never  again  to  attempt  to  bring  culture 
to  an  engineer,  and  still  he  went  on. 
"We  each  generated  .823  horsepower, 
or  613  watts,  and  the  energy  we  used, 
if  it  could  be  harnessed  would  be  suf- 
ficient to  burn  twelve  25  watt  lamps 
for  one  minute."  He  probably  could 
have  gone  on,  but  the  concert  was  over 
then,  and  we  went  home. 

♦ 
//  was  about  a  wee\  later  that  we 
were  talking  to  our  friend  and  he  pro- 
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duced  a  slip  of  paper  which  he  gave 
to  us.  "It's  those  figures  I  worked  our 
at  the  Auditorium  the  other  night," 
he  explained.  "I  thought  that  maybe 
you  could  use  them  in  your  column. 
People  always  like  to  read  statistics, 
even  when  they  don't  know  what 
they're  all  about."  We  took  the  paper, 
and  thanked  him,  and  as  a  magnani- 
mous gesture  told  him  we'd  see  that 
his  name  would  appear  with  them  so 
that  he  would  not  be  deprived  of  any 
credit.  "Oh,  you'd  better  not  do  that," 
he  said  hastily.  "The  figures  might 
be  wrong." 


We  thought  that  maybe  we'd  be 
able  to  write  something  nice  about  our 
football  team,  especially  after  the  Notre 
Dame  game,  but  it  seems  that  any- 
thing we  said  would  be  superfluous. 
We  really  owe  them  something, 
though;  more  than  we  could  ever  ex- 
press. For  the  last  several  years  we 
have  been  subject  to  all  manner  of 
sarcasm,  ridicule,  opprobrium,  and  gen- 
eral all-around  annoyance  from  a  host 
of  relatives  and  friends  who  are  rabid 
Irish  fans.  Since  Saturday  afternoon, 
November  9th,  year  of  our  Lord  1935, 
however,  we  have  had  no  trouble  with 
the  above  mentioned  individuals,  and 


/ZZ\ 
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"Gad,  Wetherby,  that  chap  has  awful  B.  O.!" 
"Him?    He's  been  dead  for  three  weeks." 
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NOTES  FROM  A  MORON'S  NOTE  BOOK 


By  Charles  Tepper 


My  heart  always  goes  out  to  that 
mother  of  the  war  nurse.  The  old 
soul  was  ejected  from  the  "Uplift  Club" 
when  the  evening  paper  carried  a 
story  to  the  effect  that  her  daughter 
had  gone  down  in  action  at  Belleau 
Woods. 

Recent  Books  I've  Read: 
"Call  of  the  Mild" 
"A  Sop's  Sables" 
"Strange  Innertube" 

Gazuntite  Rag 

Blow,  Blow,  Blow  your  nose 
Gently  down  the  wheeze, 
Merrily,  Merrily,  Merrily, 
Life  is  but  a  sneeze. 


I  think  that  I  shall  never  be 
As  sappy  as  a  tree. 

Many  a  blonde  has  a  dark  past. 

Blessed  are  the  brunettes; 
Bleached  are  the  blondes. 


The  shrinking  violet  of  today  is  the 
wallflower  of  tomorrow. 


The  Modern  Gettysburg  Address: 
Four  score  and   seven  beers   ago  I 
was  sober. 


God  didn't  make  all  the  women 
beautiful  so  He  made  all  the  men 
liars.  He  probably  made  love  blind  for 
the  same  reason. 


It  is  sheer  libel  to  call  a  sorority  a 
dog  house.  Who  ever  heard  of  cats  in 
a  dog  house. 


Secret  Ambitions 
To  have  an  old   flivver  which  has 
written  on  its  side  "Mae  West  or  Bust 
—I'm  not  particular." 


That's  all  there  is  — 
Moron  another  occasion. 


.i.-:-V..V.  .:•;!'*:: 


"  '.'!/.V-:.'' 


"That's  Henry  Phiddlepuss.  What  he  needs  is  to  have  a  baby." 


— Mademoiselle. 
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THE   ETHIOPIAN    SITUATION  AS 
SEEN   BY     L'AMOREAUX 


Italian  qe^ERni-    greiviwcj    over.    the.    loss 
of   f\     Supply     trh^     bivo     the    Subse^vemt 
CAPTURE     OF     HH    LffTesT    corv      of"Tr,ue    5Toky.' 


*Heii      H.5       HCLMKT     K>.»S    STR^K    B*    THREE 


J«»E»HUS     HfllviBl-EfPN^V/ who    snip 
Ve5TpR0«V,"lT    THIS      pijruRJIWCS 
Ooes«v'r    COME   To   »H    HBRopT  5Top;   I 
SHAM     rt««E    To    NOTIFY     THE    COWST>lPi/tH*Y 


PlSdWSTEO       lTflt-«Rf\f     aot_0<ER/  AFTER   5*ei»«i 
frfE   TYPt     OF     HtOMf*/     THE     ErHlopfBMS      u£*T; 
5£R»OuSt-Y     CON*'  BERING      Ct««^«  f>*  <V      flOOvA/fl 

Bftefr    To    Trtc    er«ioPt*«s. 
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'He  don't  eat  with  us  sir.ce  his  kid  started  college." 


-Old    Line. 


"Bad  as  all   that?"  asked  Chips. 

"Worse,"  groaned  his  roommate.  "I 
tell  you,  fellow,  that  blind  was  the 
original  vegetarian.  'Lettuce  do  this.  I 
don't  carrot  all  for  that — '  I  wanted  to 
souash  her." 

"Don't  turnip  your  nose  at  her  too 
soon." 

"Ow — let's  go  on  from  there.  All 
punning  aside,  the  flip  was  negative  in 
everything  but   her  heft." 

"Just  wait,  eh?" 

"Cut  it  out.  I'm  too  weak  for  your 
humor    (?).     After    an    evening    with 


BLIND  DATE 

By  Mary  McSherry 

Fatima  you  would  be  too." 

"Oh,  was  her  name  Emma?" 

"Pliz,  mine  fran!  Lemmie  tell  you 
about  my  lemon:  She  should  have 
been  born  quintuplets;  instead  all  the 
weight  was  put  into  one  bigger  and 
badder  gal.  A  shape  like  three  tennis 
balls  piled  on  top  of  each  other,  and 
her  voice  was  just  about  as  soothing 
as  hearing  Professor  Carey  say  'Test 
today'." 

"Goddess  of  beauty  and  light!  Why 
do  you  get  all  the  breaks,  Tommie 
boy?     How  you  pick  'em?" 


"Quiet  mug!  She  wasn't  my  idea. 
I  had  to  date  her.  Geeze — remind  me 
to  go  to  the  infirmary  tomorrow." 

"What  for?" 

"To  get  my  shoulder  bandaged.  My 
little  fairy  used  it  to  support  her  all 
evening,  and  her  chin  cut  ridges  in  my 
poor,  quivering  flesh.  My  gosh,  what 
did  I  ever  do  to  deserve  such  a  fate?" 

"Aw  quit  grousing.  You  don't  have 
to  see  her  any  more." 

"You  don't  know,  brother.  You 
don't  know  half.  She  thinks  I  love 
her — " 

(Continued  on  Page  30) 
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STUART  MERRELL 
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Armistice  Day  Theme  Song — 

"Bier,  Bier  for  Old  Notre  Dame." 


Old  Methuselah  and  his  969  years 
ain't  entitled  to  so  much  credit,  after 
all,  when  you  stop  to  think  that  there 
were  no  Armistice  Day  celebrations  in 
his  day. 

♦ 
POETRY  SNATCHES 

After  the  shade  was  drawn 
It  left  but  three  inches  of  light 


PEPYS 


Problem   in   Economics — 

Why  does  the  girl  with  the  least  principle  draw  the 
most  interest? 

♦ 
Hear  ye!    Hear  ye! 
Vv^\\.,      _^  Say,  Martha  Purnell,  did  you  know 

that  S.  M.  told  your  escort,  Don 
Briggs,  that  he  was  wanted  on  the 
phone  so  Freddie  Lind  could  ask  you 
for  a  dance  last  Armistice  Day?  Well 
you  know   it   now. 

It  is  a  sort  of  poor  taste  to  make  jest  of  the  dead  or 
jeer  at  the  wounded.  Yet  thousands  of  N.  U.  rooters  were 
guilty  of  this  offense  when  Northwestern  beat  Notre  Dame, 
14  to  7.  Waldorf's  men  played  clean,  hard  football  and 
unfortunately  many  N.  D.  players  were  injured.  Of  course 
this  result  weakened  Notre  Dame  and  strengthened  North- 
western, but  why  slap  a  man  when  he's  down. 

"He  jests  at  scars  who  never  felt  a  wound." 

♦ 

Favorite  Sayings — 

Now  let  us  take  a  homely  example  .  .  . 

Lew  Sarett,  Persuasion. 
(How  about  Ben  Handwork^,  Mr.  Sarett?) 

♦ 
She  walks  with  considerable  grace, 
She's  chubby  and  cute  in  the  face. 
Janice  Hall  is  the  name 
And  she's  won  a  lot  of  fame 
Leading  cheers  all  around  the  place. 


Astronomy — 

In  accordance  with  the  Copernican  theory,  most  mothers 
of  Freshmen  thin\  that  the  Earth  revolves  around  the  son. 

"Astronomers  are  making  an  attempt  to  weigh  light." 
So  are  the  co-eds. 

Apologies  to  Marge  Bishop,  132  lbs. 

♦ 
THE  PRIZE  OF   THE  MONTH 
Lynn  Waldorf  and  Don  Heap  for 
beating  Notre  Dame  in  their  first  Con- 
ference year. 

Margaret  Meese  for  successfully 
presenting  "Paths  of  Glory,"  and  be- 
sides,   she'd    be    a    prize    any    month. 

♦ 
IS  IT  CONCEIT? 

Have  you   ever   noticed   that  when    people  try  out  a 

new  fountain   pen,  or  play  on  a  typewriter,  they  always 

spell  out  their  own  name? 

♦ 
SCIENTIFIC  BABY 

Thanx  to  General  Electric,  chil- 
dren are  once  more  beginning  to 
look  like  their  parents. 

♦ 

Was  it  T angora  that  said,  "The 

modern  co-ed  isn't  as  bad  as  she  is  painted"? 

No  apologies  to  Bonnie  Donahue 

♦ 

In  the  past  two  years  Steve  Toth 
has  developed  into  Northwestern's 
longest  kicker.  But  don't  think  he  as- 
sumed that  position  over  nite.  His 
father  said  that  ever  since  he  was  a 
little  kid  he's  been  kicking  about  the 
meals. 

♦ 
Mr.  Editor: 

I  think  the  guy  that  runs  the  column  entitled  "CHIPS" 
is  a  leetle  fetched  in  the  head.  Park  Wray. 

Dear  Stu, 

Don't  take  any  notice  of  that  fellow,  Park  (Your  Car- 
cass) Wray.  He  has  no  ideas  of  his  own.  He  only  repeats 
like  a  parrot  what  everybody  else  is  saying  on  campus. 

The  Editor. 

Thanx,  Mr.  Editor. 
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By  BEN  JEWELL 


WISEYAK  ALTON 


On    Tayble   Manners 


Since  I  have  obsurved  Yung  America 
devour  its  Thanksgiving  terkey  and 
fewd  in  gerorul  thairwith,  and  the 
manner  in  whitch  thay  have  condukted 
themsellves  at  and  arownd  the  tayble. 
it  behooves  me  tew  give  them  sum  ad- 
veyece  konserning  this  partikular  feeld 
bephore  Christmas  is  hear. 

Upon  ferst  entering  a  dyneing  room, 
wun  shud  dash  direktlie  tew  the  tayble 
as  quikly  as  he  may  without  cawsing 
searius  injery  tew  the  cumpeny,  and 
strateway  playce  upon  himselph,  as 
lhay  sey,  the  feed  bag  (this  turm  is 
derivd  frum  the  maner  in  whitch  hor- 
sus  are  often  fed,  and  is  mowr  correkt- 
lie  applyed  tew  sum  peeple  than  tew 
others).  If  he  is  not  sprie,  and  hemes 
not  in  the  above  deskrybed  maner,  wun 
stands  well  tew  leeve  the  tayble  with 
little  in  his  tummy.  In  meny  playces 
it  is  custumary  to  ring  a  small  bel  for 
the  starting  signl.  As  a  mater  ov 
polyteness,  the  wun  throwing  the  feed, 
or,  in  othur  wurds,  the  hoast  gives  the 
gests  a  hed  start,  and  if  this  is  dun 
he  will  dew  well  tew  have  sekluded 
in  sum  handy  spot  abowt  the  roome 
a  gud  bit  of  fewd  for  his  own  use 
bekause  bye  the  tyme  the  othurs  have 
got  out  ov  his  weigh,  thair  may  not 
be  mutch  remaining  for  him  on  the 
tayble  that  he  may  have  without  fyting 
for  it,  whitch  is  a  daingerus  thing  tew 
dew,  and  taykes  time  tew. 

It  is  a  comun  trik  of  the  hoast  tew 
place  a  more  or  les  formidable  araye 
ov  silver  waire  (so  called)  at  eech 
place  in  ordur  tew  konfuse  yew  and 
sew  make  yew  slow  tew  get  started. 
He  has  previuslie  spotted  the  youten- 
sils  he  wishes  tew  use,  and  sew  hopes 
bye  this  underhanded  meens  to  gane 
a  start  on  yew.  Now  if  yew  look  well 
to  the  varius  uses  ov  the  varius  you- 
tcnsils,  yew  will  find  that  the  nife  is 
the  most  important.    If  yew  will  take 


panes  tew  lern  well  the  use  of  the 
nife,  as  did  yore  fourfathers  befour 
yew,  yew  need  not  wory  abowt  the 
rest,  (just  grab  the  nife  and  begin). 
Yew  may  be  konfronted  by  sum  skoun- 
drile  who  is  ambidextrus,  and  he  will 
grasp  a  knife  in  wun  hand  and  a  fork 
in  the  uther,  alternating  between  them. 
It  wud  be  well  for  yew  tew  praktise 
chis  methud,  but  look  yew  well  that 
yew  dew  not  attemp  to  place  both 
the  nife  and  the  fork  in  yore  mowth 
symultaineously,  for  this  is  liable  tew 
cawse  komplikations. 

The  soop,  if  yew  are  eating  in  a 
klassy  place,  is  lible  to  be  hot.  If  yew 
bloh  rite  smartlie,  yew  may  be  suk- 
sesful  in  cooling  it  suficientlie,  but 
look  yew  well  that  yew  dew  not  bloh 
the  soop  out  ov  the  cup,  for  then  yew 
will  be  denyed  the  pleasure  of  eeting 
it.  Bye  all  meens  make  suffishent  noyes 
for  the  hoast  tew  no  that  yew  ar  en- 
joying yore  soop,  for  this  is  the  only 
weigh  he  can  tell,  since  yew  will  not 
stop  tew  tell  him  if  yew  are  smart, 
and  he  wud  not  here  yew  enyway  for 
he  will  be  attempting  to  gane  tyine  on 
the  uthers. 

(If  yore  hoast  is  a  sport,  he  maye 
think  it  amyousing  to  give  yew  noodles 
or  sum  sutch  anoying  fewd  in  ordur 
to  laf  when  yew  eet  it,  but  yew  maye 
fewl  him  by  lafing  at  him  insted.  The 
best  weigh  tew  handle  noodles  is  tew 
just  wade  in  bravely,  and  hope  that 
yore  lungs  hold  out.  Ov  corse,  yew 
may  chop  them  up  tew  sum  extent, 
but  yew  will  thus  lews  time,  and  also 
peepul  will  regard  yew  as  a  kraven 
sole.) 

(This  gives  yew  the  generul  spirit  ov 
the  thing,  that  is),  be  brave  and  don't 
lews  time  over  detales,  and  be  shore 
tew  make  sufficient  noyes  that  yore 
hoast  will  no  yew  ar  enjoying  yourself. 
Wun  thing  remains  as  a  prekaution. 


and  that  is,  when  yew  ar  reeching  for 
fewd,  eether  from  sumwun  elses  plait, 
or  sum  distance  down  the  tayble,  look 
yew  well  that  sumwun  does  not  stab 
yew  with  a  nife  or  fork  or  sum  uther 
sutch  vishus  wepon.  An  injery  like 
this  maye  cramp  yore  style  consider- 
able. 

Thair  ar  sum  things  whitch  yew 
may  dew  tew  make  things  more  injoy- 
able  and  also  further  yore  cawse  tew 
sum  extent.  If  yew  have  had  the  luk 
tew  be  placed  next  tew  a  gurl  or  laidee 
or  sum  sutch  female,  and  yew  ar  a 
male,  yew  may  hold  hur  chair  for  hur, 
and  when  she  has  sufishiently  begun 
tew  sit  upon  it,  remove  it  from  hur 
imediate  vicinity,  and  she  is  nearly 
certane  tew  fall  upon  the  flore,  and  if 
yew  are  suksesful,  she  may  injure  hur- 
self  sew  that  she  will  not  kare  tew 
eet,  and  yew  may  thus,  if  yew  ar  quik 
to  grasp  the  oportunity,  have  the  fewd 
that  she  wud  have  eeten  for  yoreself. 
Also  everywun  with  eny  sense  ov  umor 
at  all  will  laf  and  yew  may  be  the  life 
ov  the  partie. 

Anuther  thing  yew  may  dew  is  em- 
ploy yore  elbose  tew  gud  advantage. 
Besides  anoying  the  person  next  tew 
yew,  if  yew  ar  quik,  yew  may  hit  him 
in  the  arm  just  as  he  is  putting  sum 
fewd  intew  his  mowth,  and  thus  yew 
may  render  him  unable  tew  eet,  and 
may  thus  gain  more  for  yoreself.  If 
thair  is  a  lag  in  the  conversashun  this 
is  almost  certain  to  lyven  it  up. 

(Wun  thing  whitch  is  always  amus- 
ing is  tew  talk  with  yore  mowth  full 
ov  fewd.  It  is  fun  tew  dew  it,  and 
peepul  will  laf  at  yew  and  yew  will 
be  popular  and  klever,  and  while  they 
ar  lafing  yew  will  gain  valuble  time 
on  them.) 

If  yew   ar   thersty   after  yore   meel. 

and   uther  peepul   have   beet  yew  tew 

{Continued  on  Page  30) 


wLore  cigarettes  are  smoked  today  because 

more  people  know  about  them — they  are  better  advertised. 
But  the  main  reason  for  the  increase  is  that  they  are  made 
better — made  of  better  tobaccos;  then  again  the  tobaccos 
are  blended — a  blend  of  Domestic  and  Turkish  tobaccos. 
Chesterfield  is  made  of  mild,  ripe  tobaccos. 
Everything  that  science  knows  about  is  used  in 
making  it  a  milder  and  better-tasting  cigarette. 

We  believe  you  will  enjoy  them. 


|  1935,  Liggett  &  Myers  Tobacco  Co. 


PURPLE     PARROT 


"Where's  the  one  that  needs  fixin'?" 


"Are  there  any  more  at  home  like  you?" 


All  makes  on  reasonable  terms. 


PROFESSORS 

AND-- 


THEIR  LIFE 

IN  WORD  AND  PICTURE 


"Let's  play  Selassie!" 


"Do  you  drink?" 


"Bring  'em  on!" 


The  seat  of  knowledge. 
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PRODIGIES 


PHOTOGRAPHS  BY 
FRED    S.    NIEMANN 


Who   cares? 


Where's  my  "Snappy  Stories? 


Oh  boy,  oh  boy,  oh  boy,  oh,  boy. 


Paths  of  Glory. 


Whsro's  Lady  Godiva?' 


"Sure  I  will!" 


Lady  Godiva. 
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1<\'/V 


\5 


l>xAUK|TPOLLy 


Ro*«T/ort 


Thanksgiving  may  be  a  national 
holiday  devoted  to  the  annual  division 
of  Turkey  .  .  .  with  Greece  on  the 
side  ...  by  Hung'ry  folks  .  .  .  but 
we're  going  home  to  sleep.  But  the 
snooze  will  be  a  little  longer  and 
louder  if  we  dish  some  of  this  dirt 
on  to  you.  And,  lest  we  forget,  we 
must  keep  a  promise  we  made  last 
month.  (It's  a  pleasure.)  This  is  the 
truth  of  what  we  implied.  Joan  Wake- 
man  is  playing  the  field  against  Billy 
Boy  Boger,  sometimes  called  Mr. 
Wakeman.  First  she  got  his  pin  .  .  . 
yes  sir,  he  hung  it  right  up  there  in 
plain  sight.  Second  she  lost  that  pin- 
.  .  .  because  she  took  it  from  her 
pocketbool^  one  night  to  pledge  Jac\ 
Douglas,  the  Phi  Psi's  tankard.  Third, 
enter  the  villian,  Fred  Flato  ...  a 
pledge  of  Arnie's  chapter  of  Sigma 
Nu.  He  had  what  it  takes — money, — 
and  Wa\eman  is  getting  her  share  .  .  . 
it  takes  a  lot  of  fuel  to  run  a  truck. 
Fourth,  Boger  got  a  bigger  and  better 
pin  (the  commander's  pin)  which  he 
again  hung.  Yes,  that's  what  she's 
wearing  now — not  a  policeman's  badge. 
Conclusion;  Many  a  pin  shall  pass  in 
the  night  but  in  the  end,  only  Boger 
will  be  stuck. 

Our  suspicions  of  the  Phi  Psi  house 
have  at  last  been  proven.  One  of  the 
better  boys  of  this  tenement  simply 
thrilled  the  debutantes  at  the  Service 
Club  show  the  other  night  by  his  per- 


fectly divine  impersonations  .  .  .  femi- 
nine impersonations.  They  say  he  was 
so  good  that  three  or  four  members 
of  the  brotherhood  were  recognizable. 
However  the  Phi  Psis  point  with  pride 
(and  apology)  to  the  fact  that  his  ac- 
tions probably  have  been  influenced 
by  a  "little  ecentricity"  .  .  .  namely, 
the  Theta's  Betty  hewellyn,  who  has 
the  lowest  prices  on  campus  for  sour- 
ing milk.  .  .  .  God  knows  her  singing 
sours  the  cream  in  the  Grill. 

Time  passes  quickly,  and  how  tired 
time.  But  Bill  French,  bless  his  little 
soul,  is  never  tired.  He  goes  on  and 
on  .  .  .  with  the  same  woman.  What 
do  the  Theta's  have  that  we  haven't? 
Plenty  we  hope.  Brother  Ralph  Lind- 
gren  and  sister  Georgia  Kemper  are 
trying  to  make  up  for  the  two  and  ; 
half  years  that  Bill  and  Franny  Griggs 
are  ahead  of  them,  and  the  last  we 
heard  they  were  nec\  and  nec\. 

Comes  the  payoff!  Alice  Burry,  of 
D.  G.  fame,  says  she's  bidin'  her  time 
till  she  reaches  a  mellowed  old  age  so's 
she  can  become  a  fraternity  house 
mother.  That's  her  one  ambition.  Phi 
Delts,  you  were  born  thirty  years  too 
soon.  Better  consider  posterity  and 
make   Burry"s  acquaintance. 

Bill  Heyn  is  a  delt  of  a  good  guy, 
but  Jean  Mcintosh  is  too  young,  or 
inexperienced,  or  all  three,  to  know  it. 
She  seems  the  victim  of  that  feminine 
urge  to  "see  America  first,"  and  is 
doing  her  share  of,  it  with  the  male 
population.  Grow  up,  Jean.  All  your 
other  men  put  together  (Vic  Hansen 
included)  can't  make  a  Father  Heyn. 
And  anyway,  you  ought  to  be  flattered. 


You're  probably  the  one  thing  in  his 
life  that  isn't  for  publicity! 

What's  this  the  Alpha  Phi's  are  tell- 
ing their  pledges?  No  necking?  Has 
there  been  a  change  of  policy  in  the 
house?  We  hope  not.  Up  till  now, 
we  hadn't  noticed  much  effect,  but 
Bob   White  thinks  differently. 

If  you  ever  want  anything  good  on 
Flanigan  (spelled  with  an  "i"),  come 
to  us  and  we'll  tell  you  about  the  times 
he  jush  tried  sho  hard  to  make  thoshe 
trains  to  Minneshota  but  he  jush  could- 
n't sheem  to  do  it.  Of  coursh,  there'sh 
the  noon  train — and  plenty  of  time  to 
get  there.  But  he  met  a  friend — yeh! 
his  pal!  Sho  ...  he  mished  the  two 
o'clock,  the  four  o'clock,  the  six  o'clock, 
and  the  eight  o'clock.  "And"  says 
Jerry,  "when  I  began  thinkin'  about 
that  girl  up  there  waitin'  for  me,  I 
shorta  got  shick  all  over.  But  I  got 
there,  though.  Thoshe  lasht  three 
minutesh   of   the   game   were   shwell." 

One  young  girl  in  Mr.  Herskovitz's 
anthropology  class  really  has  an  idea 
of  modesty  .  .  .  she  claims  that  modesty 
is  hiding  one's  body  from  the  general 
public.  .  .  .  Now  isn't  that  just  too 
bad — the  general  misses  something  else 
.  .  .  but  it's  the  private  that  comes 
through. 

A  little  further  on  this  Cowup-Mill- 
ikjn  mixup  of  love  tokens.  It  seems 
that  Joan's  friends  believed  her  affinity 
to  be  Bud  Eichner.  .  .  .  That's  nuthin* 
...  so  did  she.  But  Bud  had  other 
ideas  in  the  Tri  Delt  house.  Maybe 
that  accounts  for  the  pin  .  .  .  from 
Cowup.  Really,  Joan,  you  don't  have 
to  get  that  burned. 

(Continued  on  Page  31) 
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By  JACK  SHANNON 


FATHER  HEYN 

The  Delt  Daddy 


Many  people  say  that  the  war  was 
711st  a  publicity  stunt  to-  announce  the 
arrival  of  "Father"  Heyn  back  in  1915. 


When  one  considers  the  fact  that  he 
put  over  the  E.  C.  A.  Informals,  the 
Shamrock  Shuffle,  and  the  Sophomore 


Cotillion  a  war  does  not  seem  at  all 
beyond  "the  Father's"  capabilities. 

That  was  an  important  day  in  the 
long  ago  when  the  grey  matter  of 
William  Carveth  Heyn  began  to  per- 
colate and  scheme  for  the  first  time. 
It  was  the  beginning  of  a  new  kind 
of  Hell  for  college  deans,  University 
presidents,  and  scholastic  stooges,  it 
was  the  beginning  of  a  new  kind  of 
Hell-raising  for  policemen,  firemen, 
and  Northwestern  university  students. 

One  year  ago  this  fall  the  boys  at 
the  Delta  Tau  Delta  were  surprised  to 
find  a  newcomer  in  the  midst  of  the 
brotherhood.  He  was  a  sophomore 
transfer  from  Washington  and  Jeffer- 
son, and  his  name  was  Bill  Heyn. 
Northwestern's  number  1  publicity 
man  had  arrived.  Since  that  time  life 
for  William  C.  Heyn  has  been  one 
round  of  police  escorts,  popping  flash 
bulbs,  and  statements  to  the  press.  Life 
for  the  Northwestern  university  stu- 
dent has  been  one  round  of  inverted 
tag  days,  student  rallies,  and  rejuve- 
nated school  dances.  Right  now,  one 
year  after  his  entrance  into  North- 
western, Bill  Heyn  numbers  among  his 
accomplishments:  The  Business  Man- 
ager-Ship of  the  Syllabus,  the  Presi- 
dency of  Delta  Tau  Delta,  membership 
in  Purple  Key,  and  head  of  Charity 
Ball  promotion.  His  formal  record, 
however,  does  not  do  justice  to  "The 
Father."  Social  lion,  campus  person- 
ality, and  the  power  behind  many 
campus  thrones,  "Father"  Heyn  *is 
Horatio  Alger's  idea  of  the  college 
man  come  to  life. 

With  the  mannerisms  of  the  perfect 
mid-Victorian  gentleman  William  Car- 
veth Heyn  soon  became  "Father"  Heyn 
to  the  brothers  at  the  Delt  house.  With 
the  spread  of  his  exploits  he  soon  was 
so  known  to  the  whole  campus.  Now 
(Continued  on  Page  32) 
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A  Page  From  Life 


(Note — This  is  an  intelligence  test 
—  place  a  check  mar\  opposite  the 
word,  a  phrase  which  you  thinly  cor- 
rect— add  up  the  number  of  correct 
answers  and  multiply  by  two — if  your 
score  is  in  the  range  of  from  60  to  70 
you  have  Phi  Beta  possibilities;  if  your 
score  is  from  70  to  90  you  are  of  av- 
erage sophistication;  if  your  score  is 
from  90  to  100  you  should  spend  more 
time  studying  and  less  time  on  the 
frivolities  of  college  life.) 

1.  "Streaky"  is  the  nickname  of — ? 
Janice  Hall  Paul  Tangora 

foe  Chambers  Fred  Vanzo 

Bob  Swisher  Par\  Wray 

2.  Willard  Hall  is— 

fire  trap  dormitory 

dating  agency        dieting  establishment 
Sigma  Chi  freshman 


President  of  a  university 
Saxophone  player 

8.  Celeste  Gianakopolous  is — 

a  greek  restaurant  a  problem 

a  Barbecue  sandwich  a  person 

cute  looking  this  way 

9.  Kappa  Kappa  Gamma  is — 
an   attitude  sorority 

Social  distinction        disappointment 
social  extinction        athletic  association 

io.    Paul  Carrol  is — 

A  fan  dancer 

Responsible  for  poor  Phi  Gam  pledge 
class 

Responsible  for  the  strong  pledge 
classes   of   other  fraternities 

An  unusual  personality  of  bewildering 
inconsistency  and  dissipated  sophis- 
tication. 


french  for  mashed  potatoes 
Slogan  for  Phi  Dlt  fraternity 


15.   Carl  et  Scourge  is — 
Nic\  name  for  Al  Lind 
Curtains  in  Phi  Gam  House 
Little  Red  Riding  Hood 
Nic\  name  of  Football  team. 
Harvard  Univ.      "June  in  January" 


16.   Univ.  Hall  Clock  is— 
five  minutes  fast       5  minutes  slow 
a  clock  too  noisy  at  night 

never  right  covered  by  trees 


17.    Sorority  Quads  are — 
over  populated        under  populated 
Haunted      too  far  from  men's  quads, 
dens  of  iniquity       Girl's  dormitories 


3.  "99  44/100%  pure"  is  a  slogan  of 
Delta  Gamma  House       Ivory  Soap 
Al  Lind  Seagram's  Whiskey 
Sally  Rand  Hatfield  Twins 

4.  "Have  you  a  fairy  in  your  home" 
is  the  slogan  of — 

Phi  Gam  house  Ford  Motor  Car  Co. 
Waa-Mu  Men's  Chorus  Walter  Merrell 
Silver  slipper  Fairy  Soap 

5.  Wilmette  Harbor  is — 

A  Harbor  crowded 

an  experience  cemetery 

social  get-together  fun 

6.  Rita  Pool  is — 
swimming  pool  Pi  Phi 

nuts  an  independent 

Beauty  Queen  O.  K. 

7.  Walter  Dill  Scott  is— 
Tackle  for  Purdue  football  team 
Originator  of  Dill  pickles 


11.  Use  Anteriorpoliomylitus  in  a 
sentence. 

Anteriorpoliomylitus  is  good  on  oysters. 

Children  should  look  out  for  Anterior- 
poliomylitus. 

Football  players  often  break  their  An- 
teriorpoliomylitus. 

Anteriorpoliomylitus  is  used  on  salads. 

12.  "They  satisfy"  is  the  slogan  of — 
Alpha  Xi  Dilta  house 

Cigarettes  Jack  Douglass 

Northwestern  University  Co-Eds 

13.  Complete  the  following — I  would 
walk  a  mile  for — 

A  date  a  ride 

Connie  Dalziel  two  cents 

A  Baby  Ruth  a  camel 

A  glass  of  beer  a  chesterfield 

14.  Addis  Ababa  is — 

latin  for  por\  &  beans      city  in  Ethiopia 
city  in  Egypt       Kappa  Delta  freshman 


18.  Arnold  Horween  is — 

beta  football  coach 

theta  xi  author 

independent  end  for  iowa 


19.    One  of  the  following  is  an  incor- 
rect characteristic  expression — 

Kappa's  "she's  the  cutest  ONE." 

D.  U.'s  "You  KNOW  it." 

Virgil  Day  "You  may  quote  me  as 
saying." 

Van  Dyne  "God  Almighty." 

Brewster  "I'm  from  Missouri." 


20.   Use  "sonnet"  in  a  sentence. 

/  would  have  eaten   my  cake,  but  it 

had  misonnet. 
Dont  be  angry  with  your  dog  you'd 

scratch  your  back  too,  if  you  had 

fleassonnet. 
Caridio's  most  famous  sonnet  is  "stag 

at  Midnight." 
Shakespeare  is  a  famous  writer  of 

sonnets. 
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21.  Use  goi,  goy  correctly  in  a  sen- 
tence. 

A  goi,  goy  cannot  be  a  member  of 
Phi  Epsilon  Pi. 

If  you  \iss  a  girl  on  the  first  date 
you  are  known  as  a  goi,  goy. 

I  li\e  chinese  food  especially  goi,  goy. 

I  li\e  goi,  goy  sauce  on  my  steals. 


22.   The  second  line  of  "Under  a 

spreading  chestnut  tree." 
"/  met  my  girl  at  eight." 
"My  dog  Rover  paused." 
"the  village  smithy  stands." 
"An  Alpha  Phi  stands  and  waits." 


23.  Complete  the  proverb — "A  rolling 
stone — " 

gathers  no  gloss        gathers  little  pebbles 
is  worth  two  in  the  bush 
should  live  in  glass  houses 
gathers  no  moss       is  a  fortune  hunter 

24.  One  of  the  following  is  not  a 
sorority. 

Theta  alpha  phi 

kappa  phi  gam 

delta  gamma  delta  zeta 


25.    Kipling  is  responsible  for  the  fol- 
lowing quotation  on  womanhood. 

a  1  ,        .it 
she  s  cute 

"Women  are  the  toy  of  men!' 

"Women  are  the  breathing  -machines 

and  the  cannon  fodder  of  the  next 

war. 
"a  rag,  a  bone,  a  han\  of  heir." 


26.   Complete    the    following    proverb 

"a  bird  in  the  hand" 
is  worth  two  in  the  grandstand 
should  ignore  Beta's       stands  alone 
is  worth  two  in  the  bush 
looks  before  it  leaps 
shouldn't  throw  stones 


28.  If  you  asked  Bob  Bickelhaupt  to 
have  a  glass  of  beer  he  would 
look  at  you  and  say — 

"lips  that  touch  liquor  shall  never 
touch   mine." 

"I'm  still  on  the  water  wagon." 

"I  haven't  got  a  date." 

"Let's  go." 


29.    If  you  saw  Paul  Moser  on  campus 

you  would  nonchantly  say — 

"Hi  {eed." 

"Congratulations  on   pledging  Lamda 

Chi." 
"How  is  the  Business  College." 
"Nice  going  in  Intramurals." 


30.    Sophistication  is — 

attitude  of  a  girl  before  going  out  with 

a  Phi  Psi. 
Delta  Gamma  that  tries  to  act  like  a 

Kappa. 
Attitude   of  a  girl  that   doesn't  have 

many    dates,    and   tries    to    make 

people  thinl(  sne  's  popular. 


31.    Iota  Sigma  Epsilon  is — 
Hebrew  society  at  Illinois 
National  honorary  commerce  sorority 
Professional  Journalism   Sorority 
Women's  glee  club 


32.  One  of  the  following  is  a  correct 
characteristic  saying. 

George  Carrol — "We  have  rushed  the 
publication  of  the  student  direc- 
tory this  year,  and  I  am  glad  it 
has  come  out  a  month  ahead  of 
time. 

Vic  Hanson — "/  want  no  publicity  at 
all,  so  don't  quote  me." 

ferry  Flanigan — "I've  never  touched  a 
drop." 

Bob  George — "/  can't  go,  I  have  to 
study!' 


34.    The  Drake  Relays  beauty  queen 

for  last  year  was — 
Martha  Purnell        Athalie  Caesar 
Vic  Hanson  Martha  Stull 

Jane  Mcintosh  Rita  Pool 


35.    One   of   the   following   doubles 

combinations  is  incorrect 
Smith-Davis       Neiman-Mrs.  Arlington 
Smith-Brooks       Kaufman-Davidson 
Gill-Anyone  Caesar-Mclntosh 


36.    Shakespeare  is  responsible  for  one 

of  the  following — 
"Ode  to  Melancholy" 
"Helping  beat  Ohio  State" 
"Dante's  Inferno" 
"Old  Wives  Tale" 


37.    If  a  Phi  Gam  asked  a  girl  for  a 
date  she — 

"Would  reach  for  aluckly  instead" 
"drop  in  a  dead  faint" 
"would  count  to  ten" 
"would  watch  her  reputation" 


38.    Complete   the   proverb   "It   never 

rain's" 
on  friday  the  13th  it  pours 

at  Notre  Dame  games       it  snows 
in  Ethiopia 
in  months  with  the  letter  "R" 


39.    Moose  is  the  nickname  of — 
Mary  Laura  Vance       Dwight  Foster 
a  cow  Cam  Dugan 

Bell  Wells  Horace  Heidt 


27.   "Muddles"  is — 
naughty  word      nickname  for  Beta's 
old  clothes  man  rendezvous 

nickname  for  Jack  Kaufman 
Sigma  Chi  dog 


33.   One  of  the  following  is  a  correct 

association — 
Todd-Botany        McGovern-Hygiene 
Work-English         Waldorf- Algebra 
Herskovitz-German       Carlson-Zoology 


40. 


Use   "Tex"  Lindstaedt  in  a  sen- 


tence. 


censored 

{Answers  on  Page  32) 
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"What  do  ya  want  for  50  cents,  a  reolution?" 


MY  LITHPING  THONG 

You  write:  "Do  you  remember  me, 

And  do  you  still  recall 
The  things  we  did,  the  fun  we  had 

That  lively,  happy  fall? 


Dear  girl,  how  could  I  e'er  forget 
When  unpaid  bilth  in  tunth 

Came  tumbling  back  to  fill  my  mind 
The  firtht  of  every  month? 

Becauth  of  you,  I've  got  thith  lithp; 

You  thaid  that  it  wath  thweet. 
Now  I  can't  lothe  the  goth  darn  thing 

By  any  kind  of  feat. 

You  broke  my  heart,  you  thpent  my 
mon, 

And  then  you  left  me  flat. 
What  maketh  you  think  that  I'd  forget 

A  gal  ath  mean  ath  that? 

M.  McS. 


REUNION  IN  CHICAGO 

Ah  love!   Ah  joy!    (Ah  Easter  eggs!) 
I'm  thrilled  my  dear  to  see  you. 
(As  a  matter  of  fact  I'm  bored  to 

death) 
How  this  brings  back  those  teas  for 

two. 
Do  you  remember  the  day  we  met? 
(I  don't  but  maybe  he  does, 
And  as  I'm  getting  paid  so  much  a 

word, 
I'll  heap  on  the  goo  and  pile  on  the 

fuzz.) 
And  do  you  still  love  me  as  you  al- 
ways did? 
(I  wonder  who  reads  this  mush) 
Yes,  I'll  always  love  you. 
(Like  heck  I  will) 

So  our  love  will  live  on  (Oh,  tush!) 
But  it's  too  late  now  to  go  on  as  we 

were. 
(Since   I've   now   been   married    four 

years). 
So  with  broken  heart  I  bid  good-bye. 
(Thank  heaven  he's  leaving)   I  shed 

bitter  tears. 
Adieu  my  love — forget  me  not. 
(I  think  he  believes  it.  Isn't  that  hot?) 

M.  McS. 


"Shut  the  doorl   Were  you  born  in  a  barn? 
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Egad,  Finnegan  got  the  charts  mixed  again!" 


-Old   Line. 


A  professor,  coming  to  one  of  his 
classes  a  little  late  found  a  most  un- 
complimentary caricature  of  himself 
drawn  on  the  board.  Turning  to  the 
student  nearest  to  him,  he  angrily  in- 
quired: "Do  you  know  who  is  respon- 
sible for  that  atrocity?" 

"No,  sir,  I  don't,"  replied  the  stu- 
dent, "but  I  strongly  suspect  his  par- 
ents. 

- — Voodoo. 

♦ 
Famous  last  words: 

Wool  makes  the  clothes,  clothes 
makes   the  man,   men   make  the   .   .   . 


They  were  some  distance  from  shore 
when  the  boat  filled  with  water  and 
sank. 

"Do  you  think  that  you  can  swim 
to  that  bouy?"   he  asked. 

"If  I  can't,  it  will  be  the  first  bouy 
I  haven't  made,"  she  said. 

— Octopus. 


"How  does  Caroline  kiss?" 

"Have    you   ever   tried    to    play    the 

tuba?" 

— Columbus. 


Co-ed  (to  barber):  It's  all  right  in 
front,  but  I'd  like  it  shingled  like  a 
boy's  behind. 

— Sour  Old. 


Here's  to  the  happy,  bounding  flea, 
You  cannot  tell  a  he  from  a  she, 
For  they  both  look  just  alike,  you  see, 
But,  he  can  tell,  .  .  .  and  so  can  she. 
— Yellow  ]act{et. 

♦ 

Here's   to   the   seven   temptations   of 
man — six  drinks   and   a  woman. 

— Panther. 
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AMEN 


By  Joan   Milliken 


His  face  was  grey.  Haggard  lines 
shown  about  his  eyes,  and  his  mouth 
turned  down  at  the  corners,  giving 
him  a  forlorn  look  of  sadness,  and  an 
air  of  futility.  He  clutched  the  iron 
bars  wearily,  and  looked  out  with  un- 
seeing eyes  into  the  distance.  The 
monotony  of  it  all  had  long  since 
ceased  bothering  him.  He  was  not  in 
a  rut  —  he  was  buried.  He  sighed 
heavily  once,  and  looked  back  of  him 
around  his  lonely  little  room  with  dull 
and  lusterless  eyes.  Then,  still  holding 
on  to  the  bars,  his  body  sagged,  and 
he  mechanically  shifted  from  his  left 
to  his  right  foot  with  a  shuffling  sound. 

He  let  his  flabby  eyelids  drop  over 
his  eyeballs,  thus  covering  up  his  small, 
mean,  black  eyes — eyes  which  had  back 
of  them  no  soul,  no  imagination,  no 
faith  in  anything.  Still  -Standing  there 
with  that  hopeless  manner  of  absolute 
surrender  to  any  cause  that  claimed 
him,  he  began  to  think  again  of  his 
family    and    friends,    his    parents,    his 


horn; — all  of  which  lay  behind  him, 
in  that  small  western  town  which  he 
seemed  destined  never  to  see  again. 
He  remembered  those  nights  from 
another  era — another  life  which  was 
like  a  magnificent  dream  now — nights 
he  and  Lona  McKay — dreamy  eyed — 
had  lain  side  by  side  on  the  green, 
slippery  banks  of  the  stream  which  ran 
through  his  own  father's  farm,  and 
discussed  in  intricate  detail  what  they 
would  do  when  he  grew  up  and  went 
to  the  city  to  work  and  save  money — 
how  he  would  send  for  her,  and  they 
would  become  great  people  with  cars 
and  servants.  They  told  each  other 
stories  of  the  parties  and  glamour 
which  awaited  everyone  who  could  go 
to  the  city.  Well,  he  went  to  the  city 
all  right.  But  look  at  him  now.  He 
opened  his  eyes  and  stared  listlessly 
at  his  drab  uniform  with  the  trousers 
which  were  too  short  for  his  long, 
lean  limbs.  His  mouth  twitched,  giv- 
ing a  cynical  leer  to  his  sagging  face. 
He  plucked  feebly  at  one  of  the  bot- 
toms repeatedly  as  sort  of  a  protest 
against  his  being  held  in  the  small, 
close   room.     Then   his    hand   dropped 


Reyr\<\<?£- 


"Whero  in  the  hell  is  this  war  anyhow?" 

— Pelican. 


with  a  manner  of  resignation  to  his 
side.  There  was  no  use  trying  to  fight 
it.  "Iron  bars  do  not  a  prison  make," 
but  they  give  a  very  clever  imitation 
of  one.  He  smiled  wistfully  for  him, 
parting  his  lips  at  his  humorous 
thought,  his  eyes  remained  the  same. 
I'm.  He  was  very  likely  going  crazy 
now,  he  decided,  because  he  could 
laugh  at  the  very  thing  which  held 
him  in,  the  thing  which  kept  him 
from  God's  sunshine.  But  was  there 
a  God?  No — this  life  was  just  a  joke 
a  cruel  tyrant  played  on  helpless  mor- 
tals, who  hadn't  the  courage  to  fancy 
an  eternal  blackness,  so  they  talked 
themselves  into  seeing  a  land  of  flowers 
and  music,  sunshine  and  laughter  after 
it  was  all  over.  Blackness  was  prefer- 
able to  this  dangling,  half  conscious 
state  of  mind,  this  torture  of  knowing 
just  what  was  happening,  of  noticing 
day  by  day  how  deep  the  dust  on  the 
ledge  was  growing,  of  being  dependent 
on  your  resources  to  keep  dark  drool- 
ing madness  off  just  a  little  longer  in 
hopes  something  would   happen. 

A  large  beetle  crawled  hesitantly  out 
from  the  crack  in  the  wall,  waving  its 
feelers  in  spurts  of  rhythm  before  him. 
Without  seeming  to  shift  a  muscle,  his 
eyes  followed  the  insect  in  its  explora- 
tions. Then  as  it  crawled  nearer,  he 
lifted  his  scuffed  and  shoddy  shoe, 
holding  his  foot  a  few  inches  above 
the  floor  for  just  a  second  of  indeci- 
sion; compressing  his  lips  firmly,  he 
dropped  it  heavily  on  the  bug.  A 
crunching  sound  was  all  that  Was 
heard  as  he  twisted  his  shoe  a  third 
of  a  circle  around.  Then  he  drew  it 
off  and  stared  at  the  mangled  bit,  the 
repulsive  blob  on  the  grey  floor.  God 
— everything  was  grey,  he  thought  with 
a  mental  shudder.  ■• 

Suddenly  a  low,  loud  buzz  started. 
He  clinched  his  fists — tearing  one  palm 
with  a  finger  nail — and  looked  quickly 
around  him  in  hopes  of  some  last  min- 
ute method  of  saving  himself.  Then 
he  slowly  lowered  the  elevator  to  the 
basement. 


NOVEMBER,     1935 


27 


28 


PURPLE     PARROT 


oak  ewof* 


"But  Sir,  how  was  I  to  know  that  my  gold  fish  would  forget  their  manners?" 

— Pelican. 


There  was  an  old  lady  from  Wheeling, 
Who  once  in  her  garden  was  kneeling. 

When  by  some  strange  chance 

She  got  ants  in  her  pants 
And  invented  Virginia  Reeling. 

— Panther. 


WISE  GUY 
In  a  recent  news  reel  appeared  a  pic- 
ture of  the  king  and  queen  of  Italy 
being  applauded  by  the  populace.  Then 
the  announcer  said  "And  here  is  II 
Duce." 

Behind  us,  some  cud-chewing  farmer 
drawled:  "Wall,  I'll  be  damned  ef  he 
ain't  the  spittin'  image  of  Mussolini. 

— Kitty-Kat. 


Woman  (telephoning  to  desk  clerk): 
"There's  a  rat  in  my  room." 

Hotel  clerk:  "Make  him  come  down 
and  register." 

— Battalion. 


"So  you  went  to  Notre  Dame,  eh?" 
"Yeah." 

"You  played  football,  eh?" 
"Naw." 

"Oh,  you  played  in  the  band,  eh?" 
"Naw." 

"The  hell  you  went  to  Notre  Dame!" 
— Exchange. 

♦ 

"Operator,  get  me  the  amateur  pro- 
gram." 

"Hello.    Amateur  program.?" 

"Yes." 

"Well,  I  think  I'm  out  with  one  of 
your  gang.    Come  and  get  her." 

— Punch  Bowl 

♦ 

"What's  the  hurry?" 

"I  just  bought  a  new  text  book  and 
I'm  trying  to  get  to  class  before  the 
next  edition  comes  out." 

♦ 

Doctor:  May  T  kiss  you? 

Nurse:  Certainly  not.  Do  you  think 
I  want  to  have  a  doctor's  bill  thrust 
in  my  face?  — Brown  Jug 


If  I  have  as  much  intelligence 
As  you  say  I  possess, 
If  I  always  look  to  you 
The   snappiest   in  dress 
If  I  were  half  as  beautiful 
As  you  always  say  I  am 
Then  I  wouldn't  even  date  you, 
You  funny  little  man. 

— Banter. 


"Robinson?" 

KIT  )> 

Here. 
"Rosenthal?" 

"Present!" 
"Mary  Smith?" 
"Here,   sir." 
"Wanamaker?" 
"Hell,  yes!" 


— Sour  Owl. 


NASTY  MAN 
"Don't  do  it!" 
"John,  stop!" 
"Shut  up!" 

"But  you're  tearing  my  dress." 
Still  vainly  he  attempted  .  .  . 
To  fasten  her  corsage. 

—Ski-U-Mah. 


The  show  had  been  pretty  much  of 
a  flop  the  opening  night  and  as  the 
dejected  leading  lady  sat  in  her  dress- 
ing room  trying  to  console  herself,  the 
manager  entered. 

"There's  a  lady  outside  who  wants 
to  see  you,"  he  announced. 

"I'm  not  seeing  anyone  tonight," 
snapped  the  star.    "Tell  her — " 

"But  this  lady  insists,"  said  the  man- 
ager. "She  says  she  is  an  old  school 
chum  of  your — " 

"Wheel  her  in,"  sang  a  chorus  girl 
on  the  other  side  of  the  partition. 

— Drexerd. 


Bird  in  Tree:  "Here  comes  that 
farmer  who  chased  us  out  of  his  gar- 
den yesterday.  I  wonder  if  he'll  rec- 
ognize  us?" 

Second  Ditto:  "I  don't  know.  I'll 
see  if  I  can  catch  his  eye." 

— Purple  Cow. 
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RUSHEE 

Nerviest  of  the  prospective  pledges 
is  the  high  school  lad  one  house  had 
out  as  a  guest  last  week.  The  boy, 
adept  at  music,  was  pounding  out  a 
ditty  on  the  house  grand  piano.  In  a 
nonchalant  manner,  even  as  Gershwin 
is  wont  to  do,  he  placed  his  lighted 
cigarette  on  the  wood  at  the  end  of 
the  keys  while  he  romped  through  the 
number.  Of  course  the  cigarette  burned 
itself  nastily  into  the  varnish  of  the 
brothers'  piano.  When  the  high  school 
lad  finished  the  piece  he  retrieved  the 
fag  and  saw  what  had  happened,  cried 
out  with  beautiful  disdain,  "God,  but 
I  hate  varnish  on  a  cigarette." 

— Gargoyle. 

♦ 
THE  PERENNIAL 

A  soft  breeze  laden  with  the  scent 
of  magnolia  blew  across  the  moon- 
splashed  lagoon  and  touched  her  hair 
with  caressing  fingers.  He  drew  her 
to  him  softly — gently.  Reverently  he 
touched  the  incredibly  soft  velvet  of 
her  cheek. 

"Darling,"  he  breathed.  "Darling,  I 
have  something  to  ask  you  —  some- 
thing important,  something  vital  to  our 
future  happiness." 

"Tell  me,"  she  said,  tenderly,  her 
lips  parted,  her  eyes  fathomless  star- 
sprinkled  pools  in  the  moonlight.  "Yes, 
what  is  it  you  have  to  ask?" 

"My  sweet,"  he  said,  bending  over 
her.  "Do  you  always  belch  like  that 
after  you  drink  beer?" 

— Exchange. 

♦ 

He  rounded  a  bend  at  close  to  forty 
A  sudden  skid  and  the  car  overturned. 
They  found  themselves  sitting  together, 
They  found  themselves  sitting  to- 
gether, unhurt  alongside  the  completely 
smashed  car.  He  put  his  arm  around 
her  waist,  but  she  drew  away. 

"It's  all  very  nice,"  she  sighed,  "but 
wouldn't  it  have  been  easier  to  run 
out  of  gas?" 

— Battalion. 

♦ 
Girl:  I'll  stand  on  my  head  or  bust. 
Instructor:  Just  stand  on  your  head. 

— Chaparral.  ■ 


He:   "I'm  groping  for  words." 
She:  "Well,  you  don't  expect  to  find 
them  around  my  neck,  do  you?" 

— Southwestern  Magazine. 
♦ 
What   would   happen   if  Cab   Callo- 
way should  marry  a  Chinese? 

All   their  children   would  be  yellow 
cabs. 

— Cornell  Widow. 
♦ 
DIRTY  STORY 
Ring   around   the   bathtub,   fourteen 

inches   high, 
Four  and  twenty  boarders,  all  as  sore 

as  I. 
When  the  door  is  opened,  the  bird 

that  leaves   a   ring, 
Is   going  to  be  as   sad   a   sight  as   the 
guy  who  used   to  sing. 

— Iowa  Frivol. 


MISTAKEN  IDENTITY 
He:      "I    dreamed    about    you    last 
night." 

She:  "How  did  you  make  out?" 

— Lafayette  Lure. 
♦ 
"You  know,  there's  something  about 
you  that  I  like." 

"Not  really — well,  try  and  get  it." 

— Yale  Record. 
♦ 
K.  A. — "Did  Clarice  enjoy  her  date 
with  Joe  last  night?" 

Alpha  Gam  —  "She  was  never  so 
ed  to  eat  his  soup,  five  couples  got  up 
humiliated  in  her  life.  When  he  start- 
and  began  dancing." 

♦ 

The  new  Mae  West  song:  "What  a 
difference  a  Stay  makes." 

— Red  Cat. 


That  a  boy,  'Tang'! 

— Pelican. 
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REVIEW 

Her  Master's  Voice 


"Her  Master's  Voice"  which  began 
an  engagement  at  the  Studebaker  Thea- 
tre, November  u,  Armistice  Night,  is 
one  of  Clare  Kummer's  best  comedies. 
After  a  long  season  of  over  two  hun- 
dred performances  in  New  York  City, 
it  has  been  finally  brought  to  Chicago. 

James  Spottswood,  who  plays  the 
part  of  Ned  Farrar,  is  a  Chicago  favor- 
ite, who  first  won  the  notice  of  Chi- 
cago piay-goers  in  "Excess  Baggage" 
and  has  continued  to  add  many  ad- 
mirers in  the  last  five  years  in  quite 
a  few  laugh  successes  that  have  played 
Chicago,  New  York  and  other  large 
cities.  He  is  coming  direct  from  New 
York  to  the  Studebaker.  His  last  en- 
gagement closed  there  a  week  ago,  the 
Theatre  Guild  play  "If  this  be  Trea- 
son," which  attracted  favorable  com- 
ment this  season.  The  part  is  "Tailor- 
made"  for  the  Spottswood  style  of 
laugh  producing  comedy.  As  usual  his 
role  is  one  that  will  delight  the  au- 
diences as  well  as  arouse  a  deep  sym- 
pathy,  mostly   because   of   the   various 


EXPOSE 

(Continued  from  Page  20) 

We've  always  heard  that  where 
there's  smoke  there's  fire.  How  about 
it.  Marge  Kelly  and  Greg  Hackjer? 
Where'd  you  get  the  smoke  if  there 
isn't  any  fire?  Phenomenal,  we'd  say. 
Marge  has  Greg's  pin  (after  two  years) 
but  they  aren't  in, love,  at  least  so  they 
tell  their  friends.  And  now,  to  top  it 
all  off,  the  both  of  them  announce  that 
they  aren't  going  to  have  any  children 
.  .  .  just  like  that.  Well,  we  haven't 
anything  more  to  say.  .  .  .  Just  like  to 
ask  one  simple  question.  What  isn't 
this   thing  called   love? 

Newsma\er  Day  and  the  "little  one" 
Billings,  and  Rosenheim  and  Hoffer 
spent  the  weekend  out  of  town  not  so 


plights  that  beset  him  throughout  the 
plot. 

Ann  Dere,  who  plays  the  formidable 
Aunt  Min,  has  not  been  here  for  some 
time,  the  last  was  in  "No  More  Ladies" 
but  she  has  many  friends  who  remem- 
ber her  long  run  here  at  the  Cort  in 
"A  Companionate  Marriage."  She  too 
comes  direct  from  New  York's  theatre 
row,  where  she  has  just  finished  the 
only  woman  part  in  the  sensational 
war  play  "The  Paths  of  Glory." 

Beverly  Younger,  who  plays  the  part 
of  Queena,  the  wife  of  Ned  Farrar, 
the  young  wife  who  gives  up  a  musical 
career  for  a  dish  pan  and  the  babies, 
has  appeared  here  before,  first  coming 
to  the  front  in  the  ingenue  lead  in  the 
last  few  weeks  of  "Stepping  Sisters" 
which  had  such  a  long  run  here  a  few 
years  ago. 

"Her  Master's  Voice"  as  a  whole,  is 
a  wholesome  comedy,  with  sly  witty 
events  popping  up  here  and  there  to 
keep  everyone  interested  all  the  time. 


long  ago.  First  they  helped  Illinois 
celebrate  Homecoming,  .  .  .  which 
favor  Illinois  appreciated,  we're  sure. 
Then  they  treked  their  weary  way  over 
into  Indiana  (perhaps  to  Crown  Point 
.  .  .  who  knows?  .  .  .  They  don't) 
But  whoever  was  doing  it  forgot  how 
to  drive  .  .  .  and  -have  you  seen  Flof- 
fer's  black  eye? 

Suggestion:  Wfiy  doesn't  someone 
name  the  new  movie  "Soft  Head"  in- 
stead of  "Soft  Hat."  .  .  .  Fred  Nieman, 
director,  would  appreciate  having  that 
which  is  closest  to  his  heart  named  for 
him. 

Now  we  "tank"  we  go  home — to 
old  Notre  Dame — and  take  our  snooze 
in  the  peace  and  quiet  of  a  lost  illu- 
sion.   So  long. 
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You're  Not  Collegiate 
Till  You've  Met 

KITTY  DAVIS 

AND  HER  GANG 

under  your 
COLLEGE  COLORS 

Meet  old  friends  and 

make  new  ones  in  her 

new  co-ed  soroity 

lounge 

Delightfully  Informal 
No  Hostesses 

No    Cover    or    M  nimum    Ch~rge 

Jackson  and  Wabash 
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BLIND  DATE 

{Continued  from  Page  14) 

"No!  She  must  know  even  you 
aren't  that  crazy." 

"You'd  think  so — What'd  you  mean 
'crazy'?  But  Chips,  she  does.  She — 
she  kissed  me  good  night." 

"She  kissed  you?  Slow  up,  Don 
Juan.  Couldn't  you,  maybe,  have  done 
the  dirty  work?" 

"Do  I  look  like  a  man  who'd  get 
romantic  over  a  six-foot  feminine  Man 
Mountain  Dean?  Oh  no,  she  made 
the  pass.  Gone  is  my  maidenly  chas- 
tity; these  rosy  tips  have  been  defiled. 
Seriously  though,  I'm  on  a  spot.  You 
see,  we  were  sitting  in  the  car — " 

"Ah  ..." 

"Under  a  bright  street  light — I  took 
care  of  that — when  all  of  a  sudden 
the  darn  light  went  off — fuse  or  some- 
thing, I  guess.  Darling  Elephantia  let 
cut  a  Fire  Chief  shriek  and  grabbed. 
She  said  she  was  afraid  in  the  dark. 
I  started  to  tell  her  she  didn't  have 
to  be  afraid  anywhere,  but  she  inter- 
rupted me  with — you  know.  Wouldn't 
that  make  swell  headlines?  'Shy  North- 
western Frosh  Overcome  in  Parked 
Car.'  Well,  when  I  came  to  she  was 
saying  'You  shouldn't  have.  You  really 
shouldn't,  but  I  can't  scold  you.'  Of 
course,  I  tried  to  set  her  right,  but  all 
I  could  get  out  was  'I — uh — darn  you!' 
and  she  misunderstood  me.  Imagine, 
the  washout  thought  I  said  'I  adore 
you.'    Oh  woe,  I'm  too  young  to  die!" 


amusing,  is  grate  fun,  and  helps  the 
waiters  bekause  it  breaks  awl  the 
dishes  and  awl  they  have  tew  dew  is 
sweep  them  up  and  thay  dew  not  have 
lew   wash   them. 

These  are  just  a  few  pointers  for 
Christmas,  and  I  hope  thay  have  been 
a  help  tew  yew,  and  thay  ar  also  gud 
for  eny  dinner. 

♦ 

PARODY 

(Continued  from  Page  n) 
life  has  become  somehow  fuller,  more 
complete,  more  as  it  should  be.  For 
this  we  offer  our  thanks  and  blessing 
co  one  of  the  smoothest,  fightingest 
football  teams  we  have  ever  seen  on 
any  field — the  1935  Wildcats  and  their 
coach,  Lynn   Waldorf. 

♦ 
Well,  the  Chicago  aldermen  have 
finally  decided  that  Chicago  should  be 
Daylight-Saving  the  year  round,  and 
so,  starting  next  March  1  our  great 
metropolis  will  shove  its  clocks  ahead 
one  hour,  leaving  it,  as  the  Chicago 
Daily  News  puts  it,  "a  lonely  island 
in  a  vast  sea  of  Time."  For  a  while 
we  thought  there  might  be  some  point 
in  taking  a  stand  one  way  or  the  other 
on  the  question,  but  after  carefully 
considering  arguments  both  for  and 
against  we  didn't  seem  to  be  able  to 
decide  which  would  be  best  for  the 
community.  And  then  someone  sug- 
gested that  it  would  be  useless  to 
bother  with  the  question  at  all,  since 


three  weeks  after  the  time  is  changed 
everybody  will  have  accustomed  them- 
selves to  the  new  order  anyway.  Time, 
he  pointed  out,  and  particularly  the 
measurement  of  Time,  is  a  man-made 
distinction,  and  the  whole  business  of 
Daylight-Saving  simply  is  a  method  of 
altering  the  habits  of  men.  "And,"  he 
concluded,  "no  matter  what  they  do  to 
the  time  I'm  still  going  to  be  late 
everywhere  I  go."    Aren't  we  all? 

♦ 

The  good  old  Daily,  always  trying 
to  stir  up  a  tempest  in  the  w.  k.  tea- 
pot of  campus  affairs,  came  forth  last 
week  with  a  lot  of  figures  and  state- 
ments and  things  which  proved  con- 
clusively that  some  terribly  great  per- 
centage of  the  student  body  had  no 
idea  of  the  names  of  their  class  offi- 
cers. As  is  usual  when  the  Daily  de- 
nounces things  nobody  dropped  dead, 
and  professors  still  held  classes.  We 
can't  remember  right  now  whether  the 
condition  was  supposed  to  be  deplor- 
able or  if  the  great  percentage  was 
being  complimented,  but  as  far  as  we 
were  concerned  a  score  was  registered 
by  the  class  officer  we  heard  talking 
about  it.  "The  only  way  the  campus 
can  know  about  the  class  officers  is 
through  the  Daily,"  he  was  saying. 
"And  if  nobody  knows  who  they  are, 
or  anything  about  them,  it's  because 
they  don't  read  the  Daily,  and  the 
more  the  Daily  gripes  about  it  the 
more  it  sticks  its  neck  out."  To  all 
of  which  the  answer  still  is,  So  what? 


WISEYAK  ALTON 

[Continued  from  Page  16) 

the  water,  thair  is  generally  a  finger 
bole  passed,  and  if  yew  are  quik  and 
elusive,  yew  may  be  ayble  to  get  a 
drink  frum  it  —  it  is  at  leest  worth 
trieing.  Another  thing  that  is  amews- 
ing  and  will  gain  time  for  yew,  is  for 
yew  tew  dump  yore  naybors  fewd  in- 
tew  his  lap,  but  if  yew  dew  this,  look 
yew  well  that  yew  move  tew  a  place 
whair  he  cannot  konveniently  lay 
hands  on  yew,  for  he  is  likely  tew 
be  a  bit  diskoncerted  and  also  ryled, 
unless  yew  no  he  is  gud  sport.  At  the 
end  of  the  meel,  it  is  always  smart 
tew  pull  the  tayble  cloth  and  awl  the 
dishes  off  onto  the  flore,  for  it  is  very 
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"Dammit,   I've  lost  the  soap  again!" 

— Texas   Ranger. 
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"The   Little    Shop    with 
Charm" 

Presents 

"The  Girl  of  Today" 

(Girdles  and  All-in-Quest) 
FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 


Prices  $2.50  to  $12.50 

Pajamas,  Negligees,  Lingerie 

Beautiful  Line  of  Xmas  Gifts 
—  All  Reasonably  Priced  — 


GAR-TAY  SHOPS 

INC. 


1630  Orrington 


Evanston 


AUTHORIZED 

DU  PONT 

Auto  Refinishing 

UNITED 
MOTORS 
SERVICE 

Simonizing  Station 


ntrersity 
Garage 

"One  Stop  Service" 

Greenleaf  4600 
1612  CHICAGO  AVE. 

(Ons  Door  Noilh  of  Davis  S'.reet) 

EVANSTON 
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ANSWERS 

It    really    is    Swisher — not    Janice 

Hall 

Dieting  establishment 

Send   (sarcasm) 

Soap 

Fun   but   crowded 

O.  K.  but  Pi  Phi 

President  (I  had  to  say  this) 

Looking  this   way 

It  really  is  a  sorority 

Take  your  choice 

It  means  infantile  paralysis 

Cigarettes 

Camel   (free  advertising) 

French  for  mashed  potatoes 

Little  Red  Riding  Hood 

Never  right 

Haunted 

Football  coach 

I'm  from  Missouri 

Shakespeare 

Cannot   be   member   of   Phi   Ep 

(means  non-Hebrew) 

My   dog   Rover   poured 

Should  live  in  glass  houses 

Phi  Gam 

She's  cute 

Stands   alone 

Nickname  for  Betas 
Let's  go 

How  is  the  Business  College 
Before  going  out  with  Phi  Psi 
Journalism  Sorority  ( I  think ) 
Bob  George 
Work  Inglish 
Martha  Stull 
It  isn't  Mrs.  Arlington 
Helped  beat  Ohio  State 
The  answer  is  not  here 
It   pours 
Wells 
I'm  sorry 


"Wal,  Hiram,  did  you  have  a  nice 
time  at   the  city?" 

"Recon  so,  Elmer.  Shucks,  it's  a 
great  place.  Y'know,  the  first  night  I 
spent  there  was  with  a  nekid  woman." 

"I  swan,  Hiram.  What  did  y'do 
then?" 

"Nothin'  much,  Elmer,  but  reckon 
if  I'd  a  played  me  cards  right,  I  could 
a'  kissed  'er." 

— Yale  Record. 


FATHER  HEYN 

(Continued  from  Page  21) 

when  a  Northwesterner  says  "The 
Father"  instead  of  meaning  the  fellow 
at  home  who  is  paying  the  bills  he 
probably  means  the  one  and  only 
"Father"    Heyn. 

"Father"  Heyn  has  two  vices,  ice 
cream  and  the  bottle  —  the  Cocoa 
Cola  bottle.  In  the  latter  regard  Pa  is 
a  man  lost.  A  trip  through  the  coun- 
tryside with  him  is  just  a  series  of 
jumps  between  Cocoa  Cola  stands.  In 
the  matter  of  ice  cream  "The  Father" 
can  keep  going  long  past  the  spot 
where  the  self-respecting  cat  stops. 
"Father"  Heyn  smokes  a  pipe  and 
would  like  the  campus  to  think  he  is 
a  slave  to  the  demon  Tobacco.  This 
is  not  so.  It  makes  a  good  teething 
ring  and  keeps  admiring  women  away. 

The  doings  of  our  subject  along  the 
publicity  line  are  the  thing  that  saves 
many  a  poor  Northwesterner  from  the 
scholastic  paralysis.  A  sorority  girl  re- 
cently said  that  now,  when  she  saw 
a  fire  engine  going  down  the  street 
she  didn't  know  whether  it  was  a  real 
fire  or  just  another  of  Bill  Heyn's 
publicity  stunts. 

Some  day  St.  Peter  is  going  to  blow 
that  golden  horn  for  little  W.  C.  H. 
and  NO  one  will  believe  it.  They'll 
think  it  was  just  another  of  "Father" 
Heyn's  publicity  stunts. 


The  Best  Food — The  Lowest 
Prices — All  at 


THE  HUT 

724  Clark  St.  Gre.  9490 

EVANSTON 
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Among  Quadley  House  patrons 

John  Gray  Adler 

Hamilton  College  '37.  Preparedct  Monroe.  Activities:  Baseball, 

Football,  La  Crosse,  Psi  Upsilon,  Born,  Rochester,  N.  Y. 

YOUNG  MEN'S 

SPORTS  •  CAMPUS  •  BUSINESS 

SUITS 

FULL  DRESS  •   TUXEDO 

CAMEL'S  HAIR   TOPCOATS 

OVERCOATS 
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ONE  PRICE  ONLY 
ADVICE 

"Buy  even  your  moderately  priced  clothes  in 
a  high  style  store— you  profit  by  the  same, 
better  than  ordinary  taste  and  discrim- 
ination whether  you  spend  much  or  little." 
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Chicago,  19  E.  Jackson  Blvd. 
New  York,  Fifth  Ave.  at  46th  Street 
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THANKS— 
FD  RATHER  HAVE 
A  LUCKY 

They're  easy  on 
my  throat 


f 


There  are  no  finer  tobaccos  than  those  used  in  Luckies 

and  Luckies' exclusive  process  is  your  throat  protection 

against  irritation  -  against  cough. 


